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OF COURSE IT'S ONLY TEMPORARY 
At first sight she looked ve~ small and very fresh and new, moving 
along with the crowd that surged up the ramp at Grand Central, in the 
way she had always seemed new -- in the day coach of a train when they'd 
met for the first time some seven years before; on those rare moments 
during the war when she'd stood waiting 1in a hotel room in San Francisco, 
when he'd burst in and seen her suddenly, unexpectedly, as though he'd 
never really,believed she would be there at all. Now, though she'd been 
gone only a month, the feeling was precisely the same, and he imagined 
that it would change very little if ~he should go off to another war 
sometime, not see her for years on end. For there was a point in time 
when loneliness became submerged in apathy, when Time had no further 
meaning, and fresh meetings did not become more new, but only more 
anticipated. 
She saw him behind the guard rope when she was half-way up the ramp. 
She waved, and Wendy who trotted beside her, waved too, and then in a 
moment they were both in full view and he could see them as wife and 
daughter or mother and child or "girl with child tagging behindtt - or 
any way he liked, since they were not yet quite reunited, and therefore 
not quite -- not exactly married. Perhaps it was Shelley's new suit that 
gave Don this sudden objectivity, or perhaps her hat (for she hard~ ever 
wore one), or perhaps her hair, more yellow and shorter and much neater 
than he remembered. She was slimmer, too, and Wendy was a full inch 
taller than he recalled. Her straw hat with the daisies above the brim 
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made her seem older than her three years. 
Don jerked his hands from the pockets of his plaid suit, tilted his 
hat farther back from his forehead. He considered lighting a cigarette, 
but there wasn't time, as really there wasn't anything he could do at all 
but just stand there and look at Shelley and wait -- and feel his heart 
begin to pound a little in his throat. 
"Hello, darling. Oh, darling, oh, hello, hello !11 She had reached 
him then. He took off his hat and kissed her, not on the mouth, only 
rubbing cheeks, then looked down to Wendy who was saying "Dada", pointing 
at him as she might point at a dog or an old man with a particular~ 
ridiculous moustache. He lifted her in his arms. She leaned back and 
stared at his face and said "Dada" again. And then suddenly it was all 
right; she knew him beyond mere recognition and she was glad to see him. 
"How's ~ little girl? Have you been a good girl? What a pretty 
new dress! What a pretty hat l ytr, what a pretty girl! " He kept on 
talking to Wendy. Shelley walked beside him. She said it had been quite 
nice on the train from Boston because all the cars had been air-condition-
ed since the war, and there'd been a sailor who'd told funny stories. 
But he'd gotten off at New London. 
"It reminded me of the war." She laughed. 11 And it made me want you 
terribly, just thinking of the way we used to ride in club cars together 
during the war, and --" Her voice trailed away because they'd reached the 
porter who was calling out her number and taking ,her bags from the cart. 
Don gave him fifty cents and placed the bags on the pavement by the 
Vanderbilt entrance. 
He shuffled his feet. He said, "I'll get the car. I guess you'd 
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better wait here with the bags." 
"Nobody 111 steal them, honey. Wendy needs a little walk, and --" 
"I know, but maybe you'd better wait here just the same." He turned 
before she could answer, walked hurriedly toward Forty-second Street. He 
knew she watched him. But it would be over soon, he thought. First the 
car -- he wanted Shelley to see it for the first time with himself behind 
the wheel. Then the house; it was the house he dreaded most. Really she 
had no idea at all. None at all. 
The car was a 1941 Ford station wagon. The tires were good, and 
somebody had repainted the hood a rather sickening green, while the 
fenders were still their original chipped black. The varnish had worn 
off the wood; the chromium was rusty; and there was quite a large dent 
in the left rear fender. Also, there was a noticeable ping in the motor. 
But the tires were good. And he reminded himself that he must make a great 
point of that to Shelley. "The tires are really ~onderful, darling. And 
that's very important, you know. WhY, they might even be cold rubber, 
and that will save money in the end, of course, and -" He made a U turn 
on 42nd and swung into Vanderbilt. He stopped in front of Shelley, 
climbed down without looking at her, slid the bags into the back seat, 
lifted Wendy up front, closed the door after Shelley, then climbed in 
himself and started crosstown West. 
Shelley did not say a~hing. Wendy stood on the worn leather seat 
and stared out over the green hood where the paint had run, leaving lumps 
every few inches. "Nice car," she said. "This Dada's nice car." 
They reached the Henry Hudson Parkway and swung right. Don groped 
for words, finally said, "Look, darling, the tires are really wonderful. 
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Maybe they're even cold rubber, and that will save a lot of money, you 
know, and -" 
"Did you paint it yourself?" Shelley said. 
He laughed nervously. "It's how a car runs, you know. Don't let a 
little paint deceive you." 
"It runs very badly, doesn't it?" 
"Now Shelley --" 
"I mean there's a lot of smoke trailing behind us, and there's a 
horrible noise in the engine, and it feels like we're driving over a gravel 
pit." 
"For five hundred and forty dollars, honey. Really -" 
"Well, at least it is a station wagon. I mean when you have an old 
station wagon, it does look as though you don't care, as though you own a 
limousine, too, but you just enjoy knocking around in the old station 
wagon." She laughed forgivingly and squeezed his arm; and he knew that 
everything was going to be all right as far as the car was concerned, for 
she did not mention it again except to murmur wistfully that she did wish 
they hadn't repainted the hood such a horrible green. 
For a while they drove in silence, over the Harlem River and the 
winding highways that twisted into Westchester County. Shelley looked 
out the side window and reminded herself that she must not say another 
word about the car. And Don stared over the green hood, avoiding Shelley's 
eyes, trying hard to keep everything straight in his own mind, not to lose 
track of why they were here now, in a 1941 Ford station wagon, driving 
over the Harlem River toward Westchester County. 
Shelley was reading his mind. "Does Mr. Sloan understand about us, 
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Don? About our only coming here because it pays more, and we'll be lea-
ving in a year?" 
"Why should Mr. Sloan have to understand anything?" 
"Well, sometimes employers don't like to feel used." 
"He likes my work. Why should he feel used?" 
"Well, I just thought-" Her voice died and she touched Don's 
arm again, lightly with the tips of her fingers. "I just wanted to hear 
you say it, darling. I didn't want you to ever forget.'' 
"Lose perspective, 11 he said. 
"No honey, I didn't want you to lose perspective." 
"It's only temporary," he said. 
"Yes, I know, darling. I really do." She settled back then, momen-
tarily relieved, and watched New York's April through the open window. 
The Harlem River was black and the circling gulls almost blindingly white. 
A barge passed beneath them on the bridge. An old man stood on its deck, 
his face black with coal dust, his hands braced against his heavy hips. 
The big planes from La Guardia Field roared low over the city, climbing 
into the spring sky. The car passed a boy on a bicycle. A small black 
dog lay in a basket on the handlebars, and the boy carried a knapsack 
slung across his shoulders. 
"You see, 11 Don said, 11 he' s going to the country. 11 He made his 
voice cheerful. 11The same direction we are. You see, actually we'll be 
in the country." 
"With trees, darling? The house in Natick had so many trees." 
11 0h, there are trees, all right, but of course they're quite small 
because transplanting large ones is very expensive, and --" 
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"And the house is ~very expensive." 
"Sixty-two dollars a month." He glanced at Shelley and pretended 
he did not see her wince. "There's a Bendix," he continued hastily, "and 
a new stove and refrigerator. And there's a children's wading pool for 
summer and a community playground and shopping area. It's really an 
entire town, you know. A regular little village." 
"Yes, I know." 
"And of course it's only __ u 
"Yes, I know. It's only temporary." 
They were in the Bronx then. New York was fading away, the buildings 
becoming lower, tbe stoplights farther apart. People dressed more casually 
on the street, and there were more used car lots than office buildings. 
Shelley watched the rows of used cars. "There's a Buick," she said 
suddenly, "for only seven-hundred dollars." 
"It's a forty. Ours is a forty-one." 
"It 1 s red. I love red cars." 
"I know, but it 1 s a forty." 
"It's a Buick," Shelley said. She looked over the lumpy green hood 
and said it again softly. "It's a Buick. 11 
Camptown, Westchester County, lies west of Mt. Vernon and east of 
Yonkers. It is named after a Mr. Edgar J. Camp, who studied architecture 
at Yale, and began his meteoric career in the stuff,y confines of the 
Sherman Bank and Trust Compaqy on lower Fifth Avenue, where he handled 
real estate loans and decided, through the tight-lipped people who whis-
pered pleadingly across his desk, that the key to a man's life is his 
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home, and the curse of a man's life is that the key to his life is too 
expensive and often unobtainable. Mr. Camp (at that time a young thirty-
eight) decided to do something about the key to men's lives, and also to 
do something about the life and times of Mr •. Edgar J. Camp, who was drawing 
a salary of eighty-seven fifty a week, while he held the key to graceful 
living in the palm of his hand. 
The war had been an enormous inconvenience to the impatient Mr. Camp. 
It kept him on in the bank and added four years to his life. But in 1945, 
when the servicement straggled into New York, looking £or a plastic peg 
on which to hang their new felt hats, Mr. Camp was ready for them. He 
had borrowed enough money to buy a tract of flat, easily-turned land in 
Westchester County, near the railroad, with plenty of room for expansion, 
where he'd built a trial block of sixty-five houses which he designed 
himself. 11The House of Camp, key to graceful living," was open for public 
inspection from 9:00 A.M. until 7:00 P.M. The entire original lot of 
sixty-five houses was completely sold out in the first two weeks. 
The 11key11 (always Mr. Camp's favorite word) was, of course, the 
house itself. There were, however, mapY little keys (attractive features, 
he called them) that made 11 The House of Camp11 the best buy, dollar for 
dollar, that could be obtained in the entire New York area, and possibly, 
as Mr. Camp often imagined, in the entire United States. Perhaps the most 
startling "attractive feature" was the living-room. It was placed at the 
back of the house, "where living-rooms belong, 11 and the entire rear wall 
was one large picture window. There was a real, wood-burning fireplace, 
and a stairway that led upstairs to an unfinished second floor. . (As r~. 
Camp -advertised, "You have the joy of finishing the second floor yourself'.") 
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One entered the house throUgh the kitchen, a marvel of modern science, 
containing a range, refrigerator with deep freeze, a Bendix washing 
machine, and all-steel Lacy cabinets. These conveniences stood in a row 
on the left of the doorway. In the center of the inside wall was the 
bare chimney, with an opening some three feet above the floor, where one 
could barbecue over the open fire that was lighted in the living-room 
fireplace. There were two chambers -- a master bedroom, measuring a big 
ten by eleven and a half, and a small room whose dimensions were eight 
by ten. Mr. Cainp liked to call this the 11 bunk room" because it had a 
nice nautical sound, and Mr. Camp always said he wished he'd been in the 
Navy, but circumstances had prevented , i t. Also, since the room was as 
high as it was wide, one could buy surplus army bunks and place them 
one on the other, thus squeezing two children into one small room. 
All in all, the House of Camp was small, compact, and loaded with 
attractive featuxes found nowhere else but in expensive, custom-built 
estates. There were a few other features, however, that Mr. Camp failed 
to advertise. .A.ll the floors were linoleum covered, all the walls were 
plywood, and all the lumber was green. Still and all, Mr. Camp had 
designed his town for "those nice young kids coming back from the war." 
Only veterans were allowed to buy or rent. "It's their town," Mr. Camp 
often boasted. And 11 their town" had mushroomed with such incredible 
speed that now, in the spring of 1949, there were exactly four thousand, 
two-hundred and seventy-six of them. Outside they varied slightly, as 
there were seven distinct models. Inside they were precisely alike. 
The)" did, however, provide a clean, comfortable community for those "nice 
young kids." The kids paid only sixty-two dollars a month, nothing down, 
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using their GI l oan. Mr. Camp, by integrity, hard work, and a humani-
tarian concern for graceful, inexpensive living, the key to all happiness, 
was only a few dollars short of his first million. 
"I .want to be sure we have it straight." Don swung left, as they 
made the last turn on the final run to Camptown. "I mean we have to 
understand exactly where we are and what we're doing and where we're 
going." 
"Going home?" Wendy asked the question. She always asked it when 
she was tired of' riding. "Going home now?" 
"Yes, we're going home, darling." Shelley patted her daughter's 
bottom. "It's a. brand new house, just like it's a brand new car." 
"Green?" Wendy said. "Green house?" 
"I don't know. I sort of hoped it - 11 
11It isn't green." Don struggled to keep his temper. "The car i s 
green - 11 
"And black, 11 Shelley said. 
"All right, gr een and black. And the house is brown." He paused 
and saw the house in his mind, knew they were only a few miles away, so 
he had to talk fast and get the whole business clear and keep everything 
on an even keel. 11So let's have it all straight, Shelley." 
"It's all straight." 
"So we had a nice house in Natick. So we had an acre of land and 
were making exact~ eighty dollars a week. Don't forget that. Eighty 
dollars a week. And we were p~ing seventy-six dollars a month on the 
house, and had to put two thousand down cash besides." 
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"We were buying the house. We were investing." 
11And maybe losing our shirts." 
"We could have used the GI loan." 
"How many times do I have t o explain?" He spoke very carefully, 
saying it for the hundredth time. "The loan can only be used once. 
Just once. Natick wasn't permanent. We knew that, so we used the FHA 
and put two thousand down because we happened to have saved it during 
the war. Now we're going t o Camptown, and we're going to rent. Not buy, 
rent. I'll be earning over a hundred a week in the New York office, and 
the rent is onl~r sixty-two dollars a month, as against the seventy-six 
we paid in Natick. Plus the fact that we still have the GI loan to use 
a year from now when we quit the whole business." 
"You've said all this before, darling." 
"But you never seem to get it straight. Never111 He pounded the 
wheel with his open palm. "You're always acting as though we really 
don't have any plan at all, and I'm just trying to remind you that we do 
have a plan. Figuring on old college and Navy friends who've neglected 
to buy any new insurance, I can earn up to one hundred fifty a week if I 
really hustle. That means, if we're careful, we can save a couple of 
thousand dollars. And that, plus the fifteen hundred we got back on the 
house, will make exactly three thoueand, five hundred. Then, if we hear 
anything definite from Ned -- I mean if he finds a vacant spot in the 
right location, we can move out to Montana with cash, a GI loan still 
not used, and a business office already waiting for me." He paused, 
thinking of the way that office would look, his name, Donald Cousins, 
printed beside Ned's in black dignified letters on the window, and under-
10 
neath, in smaller print, the words, "Insurance and Real Estate." 
"It sounds wonderful, darling." 
He looked at her quickly and saw that she was not smiling. She was 
merely agreeing. 
"You don't understand. You never understand." 
"Oh, yes I do. You know I do." 
"Then you don't believe 1 You never have 1 Ever since the war, 
you've never believed we'll really have it-- a business of my own, a 
house of our own, a small town -- you've never believed 1" 
"We're still married, Don." She spoke gently. "I'm still with you." 
"Yes, only --" 
"There's no on~, darling. There's just one simple word that keeps 
popping up every time you say all this over again for the enteenth time. 
If. That's the word. If." 
Don gritted his teeth. "If you could only understand --" And then 
they both laughed because he had said the word again, and it was good 
they were laughing because they'd made the turn then, and there was 
Camptown before them, flat and long and wide, with its twisting streets 
laid out especially to slow traffic, with its seven varieties of houses, 
with the grass struggling on the lawns, the children playing in the back 
yards, the wives hanging out washing, the dogs barking, and approximately 
twelve thousand people in four thousand homes, enjoying to the fullest 
all of Mr. Camp's attractive features, all his real wood-burning fireplaces, 
his Bendix washers, his revolving circular closets, and his complicated, 
yet simple, his charming, yet inexpensive keys to graceful living. 
Shelley did not say a word. The station wagon wound through the 
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narrow streets, and Don, watching hopefully for something recognizable, 
maneuvered in and out between the rows of houses, right on one street, 
left on the next, then right again, his eyes narrowing, the anger begin-
ning to choke into his throat. 
"We passed here before. I remember that bicycle on the front lawn." 
Shelley spoke out the window, wanting to help, but to keep the suggestion 
casual, as though Don knew, and she knew that he knew, exact~ where they 
were all the time. 
"I know we passed here before. Don't you think I know?" He swung 
sharply left into a street marked Zebra Road. The houses were identical 
to those on Elephant Road, whose houses were the same as those on Giraffe 
Road. "Don't you think I know? It's these damn houses all being the 
same l That's all. Once we get used to it - 11 
"I thought you said they were all different." 
"Well, they are-- outside. I mean there's seven different kinds, 
but that still makes some six hundred exactly like ours, doesn't it? I 
mean when you divide seven into four thousand, two hundred and seventy-
six, you still get about six hundred all alike, don't you?" 
"Do you know what street we're on?" 
"Zebra. There's an Animal Section and a Fish Section." 
"Well, at least we're not in the Fish Section.11 
"I think Zebra Road is sort of attractive sounding myself." 
"We passed a Zebra Road back there a block or two.tt 
Don did not answer. He swung the car about, scraped the tires on a 
curb, swore under his breath, and drove back again slowly, his eyes 
picking out the houses one by one. "Ours is what they call the full-porch 
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type. It has two posts under the porch roof. Some of them don't have 
posts. They're the half-porch type. 
11 My," Shelley said, 11 we get the full-porch type 1 " Don did not 
answer, and she dropped her voice. "There's the bicycle again." She 
wished she had not said it. 
"And there' s the house 1 Damn it, there 1 s the house 1 " 
"The one next to the one with the bicycle?" 
"Yes 
II 
• • • " 
"The one without any grass and the hose running in the front door?" 
11That 1 s the one." 
"You mean that one." She said the word tentatively, pointing, 
hoping she was wrong. 
"Is there aey difference between that one and aey of the others?" 
"Well, the others don't have hoses running in the front door, and 
some of them even have a little grass." 
"Ours is newer, that's all. 11 
"It isn't even finished," Shelley said. 11 It 1 s so new it isn't even 
finished." 
11Well, you moved, didn't you?" He parked the car at the curb and 
looked directly into Shelley's eyes. "You said you didn't want to stay 
in Natick alone any more. You told me on the phone to get something as 
quick~ as possible." His voice had risen almost to a shout. He forced 
it down and leaned closer to Shelley's face that was still beautiful and 
not exactly as he remembered it. "Look, darling, we've got to remember 
that it's o~ tempera~. The neighbors can live it their way, but for 
us it' s only tempera~. 11 
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"Well, at least Mr. Camp agrees with us. He seems to have had the 
same idea when he started building." 
"Oh, please, Shelley! Please, darling, please 1 " 
"You know I'm only kidding. I think it's lovely. Really I do. 
Really really really." She smiled a little, stepped out of the car, and 
moved slowly up the walk. Wenqy walked beside her, clutching her hand. 
Shelley stepped over the hose, pretending not to notice it. Wendy leaped 
it. They went up the one step, pushed open the front door, and went in. 
Don watched them, then stood quiet a moment, inspecting the grounds. 
He had only seen them twice before -- once when the furniture had arrived, 
and once when a bright, be-spectacled young girl from Mr. Camp's office 
had driven out to show him all the attractive features. She had explained 
that the water pipes in the cellar weren't quite completed, but would be 
within the week, so they'd connected the hose to the outside faucet of the 
house next door. She'd also pointed out that the large ditch along the 
front lawn was for water pipes. They were all laid, she said, but the 
ground had not been filled in as yet. "But they will .be, and you won't 
know the place, Mr. Cousins. It will look just like next door. You wait 
till spring when the grass is up. Wl:zy', with a little ingenuity, a picket 
fence or some outside window boxes, you won't know your own home from aqy 
of the others. It will be just as cute as the Morris' house next door." 
Now, for the first time, Don Cousins took a hard look at the Morris' 
house next door, where his water hose ended. There were flower boxes in 
every window. The house had been freshly painted, and a small white fence 
ran along the front of the lot. He could imagine how gay it would be 
when spring was a little further along. Already there were crocuses, and 
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a bird house stood atop a pole in the backyard, where a few starving 
sparrows squabbled over crumbs. On either side of the front door was a 
small, emaciated arbor-vitae bush, the kind you could buy at a roadside 
stand for two ninety-five apiece. They were what Mr. Camp referred to as 
"the shrubbery." By late spring he and Shelley would have shrubbery, too. 
By spring a year later, they would even have grass, and perhaps a picket 
fence and perhaps crocuses and perhaps a bird house, unless they showed 
some different, original kind of ingenuity. "There are so many possi-
bilities," the girl had said. 
Don moved up the walk after his wife. He was conscious of eyes 
following him from across the street. Next door a brown-haired girl 
watched him from the window of her master bedroom. A small bqy climbed 
suddenly from t he ditch in the center of the lawn and said, "When they 
going to fill this in, Mister?" 
"I don't know." 
"You going to live here, Mister?" 
"I guess I am." 
"I live across the street, and my name is Bertie Siler." 
''Well, that's nice." 
"Jey father makes sixty-five dollars a week." He said it with great 
pride, and as he spoke, a woman stepped from the doorway of a house 
diagonal~ across the road. She held a small child in her arms. 
"Bertie 1 " Her voice was shrill and high and tired. "Come here, 
Bertie 1 " 
"I have to go now. That's ll\V mother." He started down the walk, 
stopped, and looked back at Don with greater pride than before. "She's 
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pregnant," he said. Then he turned and ran fast across the street, his 
legs pumping. He went into the house and the woman shut the door, after 
giving Don the searching, superior look of one who has found his place in 
the world, and is slightly contemptuous of those who have taken such a 
long time to catch up. 
Don found Shelley in the living-room. She had removed her hat and 
was standing amid the clutter of furniture, trunks, and boxes, staring 
out the picture window, her back to the doorway. "I really don't know." 
She spoke over her shoulder. "Our drapes aren't going to be wide enough. 
We'll have to piece them together." 
"You can baste them, can't you? After all, it's only for a year--
just something to give us a little privacy." 
"Yes, I suppose I could baste them." She swung slowly and looked 
at Don. 11It 1s really quite horrible, isn't it? 11 
"There is a fireplace." He glanced at the small opening in the 
bare chimney. "I don't know what we'll burn in it." 
"Tooth picks, I suppose." 
"Now Shelley --11 
"Please don't keep saying, 'Now, Shelley. 1 I told you it was all 
right. I know it's only temporary. I realize it's cheap. And I'm going 
to be very brave and sing to the tune of ~ whirling Bendix and look out 
my picture window at the people next door, who are looking out their 
picture window at me. I'm going to be very gay and wear a checkered apron 
and keep beer for you in our seven cubic foot refrigerator. I'm going to 
do all these wonderful things and make you a good wife and bring up our 
child in the exact proper way. But I don't have to like it, do I? I 
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really don't have to like it?" She started to laugh, then stopped and 
moved into Don's arms. It was the first time they had really touched 
since she'd arrived, and it was strange and slightly awkward. They 
started to kiss, then hesitated, and ended by patting each other's backs 
in the way of Frenchmen who meet suddenly in public. 
"I love you, 11 Don said. But Wendy was watching them and a woman 
on the street -behind was peering anxiously between the curtains of her 
picture window. "Well,n he said, "well, I'd better go out to the car and 
bring in the food." He pulled awey and went back through the all-electric 
kitchen, down the walk to the car. When he returned with the groceries, 
Shelley had already started unpacking. He moved up behind her. "Shelley 
It 
• • • 
"Yes, honey?" 
"The groceries are in the kitchen." 
"All right, baby." 
"I'm going next door now and get the water turned on in the hose." 
"Don't get lost, baby." 
"Shelley •• •" He watched the line of her back as she straightened, 
holding a .pair of black Chinese lounging pajamas on a coat hanger. He 
had bought them for her in Hawaii during the war. They were hand-blocked 
with gray orchids, and she reserved them for special occasions. They 
always made her very awesome and quite beautiful, and he could see her 
that way now, wearing the pajamas, mistress and wife and small girl in a 
pair of black Chinese pajainas. "Shelley ••• when are we going to be all 
right together? When is it going to stop being new, so we really know 
each other again?" 
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Shelley smiled. She moved to the revolving closet and hung the 
pajamas on the outside. "I'll wear them tonight," she said. "We'll have 
a drink and I 1 11 wear them tonight •11 
Don turned and went out through the kitchen and down the walk. He 
felt good now. He felt they had made the big initial step, and everything 
was going to be all right. 
Shadows were falling over the town as he leaped the ditch and walked 
toward the house next door. A car moved down the street. It was loaded 
with men about his own age -- fathers and workers and veterans, and men 
with hopes and men with futures. It stopped at the Silers' house, where 
a man got out, waved, and walked up the steps. The door opened and the 
I> 
pregnant woman kissed him. The car moved on and stopped at the next 
house. A man went to the door and a woman kissed him. It was like that 
all the way down the street until the car turned the corner and disap-
peared in the dusk. 
The dark-haired woman was quick to answer the bell. "You're the 
new neighbors?" 
"Yes, Don Cousins." 
"I'm Clo Morris. Won't you come in?'' 
"Thank you." He followed her into the kitchen and sat on a stool 
near the Bendix washing machine. Through the open doorway he could see 
her living-room, very neat and modern, with wedgewood ashtrays and a 
silver-plated cocktail shaker on the mahogany veneer coffee table. Mrs. 
Morris seemed -more fitted for her living-room than her kitchen. She 
seemed to have a closer affinity to silver plate and wedgewood and mahogany 
veneer than to automatic washing machines. She was shorter than Shelley, 
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and a little older, Don guessed. Her face was flat and ordinary and 
fiercely American. She was the sort of woman. who makes a better hostess 
than a wife or mother, the kind of woman who cooks her husband's meals 
and raises his children, and rather resents the fact that family finances 
do not come into her department. She was, Don concluded, the kind of 
bright young matron who enjoys riding in the back seat of someone else's 
station wagon. 
"About the hose, 11 Don began. 11 I 1m terribly sorry we have to use 
your water, but I expect ours will be rigged up in a day or two." 
11 0h, that's all right. You can turn it on outside." 
"Thank you." He stood up. 
"Can I give you some food -- something for tonight? FvtY husband 
won't be home for dinner and I have plenty of everything in the refrig-
erator." 
11 Thanks just the same. 11 
wanted him to stay and talk. 
He moved toward the door, feeling that she 
He felt that for all her easygoing con-
fidence, she was still lonesome. "Well, we all have to work sometimes." 
"All the time?" She smiled ironically, then laughed with a 
nervousness that was not quite real. "Tom-- that's my husband- Tom's 
an advertising space salesman. He sells space for BEAUTIFUL HOME." 
110h, yes, the magazine, BEAUTIFUL HOMH:. 11 
"Yes, BEAUTIFUL HOME." She laughed again, but he was not quite sure 
why. It might have been because Tom had a very good job and she was 
boasting, or it might have been because Tom's magazine and Tom's own 
home did not have too much in common. 
"Well, thanks again. Thank you." He backed out, went round to the 
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side of the house, and turned on the faucet. He was conscious of Mrs. 
Morris watching him from the kitchen window, and somehow he felt relieved 
when he'd gained the privacy of his own kitchen. 
Supper consisted of canned spaghetti, heated and poured over toast. 
And after dinner they unpacked the clothes, put up Wen~'s crib in the 
back room and their own bed in the master bedroom. It was ten o'clock 
when they'd finished unpacking and got Wendy to bed. Don went outside 
for a moment and looked across the town. Most of the houses were com-
pletely lighted in all the downstairs rooms, and a few, in which the 
owners had had the fUn of fixing the unfinished second floor to suit 
themselves, were lighted upstairs as well. The sound of a crying child 
and the high, screaming voice of a woman echoed from the Silers' open 
windows. The house next to the Silers 1 , directly across the street, was 
completely dark, and next door, at Mrs. Morris's, there was only one 
small light in the living-room. The stars were out, twinkling over Mr. 
Camp's little town, twinkling over the sleeping children and the tired 
husbands and the patient wives, shedding a small glow of light on the 
seven different kinds of roofs and the nine thousand arbor-vitae bushes 
and the two thousand dogs that slept contentedly on their two thousand, 
porches, some with posts and some without. A lone car turned the corner, 
slowed down for a moment, and moved on. And a light went on in the 
Morris' kitchen. When the car moved away the light went off, but not 
before Don glimpsed Mrs. Clo Morris's face at the kitchen window. 
He turned back to the house, went into the kitchen, and said to 
himself, 11 I have a plan and I must not lose track. I mustn't ever lose 
track." He went into the bathroom and undressed without looking at 
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Shelley, without speaking to her, because it was late, they were alone, 
it was the first time for a month, and he felt excited. He brushed his 
teeth and went into the bedroom, wearing his boxer undershorts. Since 
the war he never wore pajamas. He knew that he never would again, and 
Shelley knew, and it saddened her. Somehow her husband had lost his 
final contact with civilization. 
At the bedroom doorway Don paused, threw out his chest, and sucked 
in his stomach. He knew he was putting on weight around the middle, but 
he did not want Shelley to notice it, especially since she had lost four 
pounds during the past month. 
She was propped in bed, wearing her black pajamas, a bottle of 
Carstairs on t he night table beside her. She was reading a letter and . 
she was very beautiful. There was fresh lipstick on her mouth. She 
glanced up when Don entered, and her eyes narrowed and she laughed. 
"Darling, why in the world are you stickir~ out your chest?" 
"I didn't notice that I was. It's just nu normal postur.e, that's 
all." 
"But darling, you're pulling your stomach in so far your shorts 
are sliding down over your hips." 
"Never mind," he said. "Bever mind." He got into bed beside her, 
keeping on his own side, careful not to t ouch her . 
"Would you like a drink, darling?" 
"Who's the letter from?" 
"Oh, nobody. Would you like a drink?" 
He reached for the letter, unfolded it , glanced at the writing, and 
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gave it back to her. 11!'11 have a drink," he said. 
She poured them both a drink and f i lled t he glasses half-way with 
water from a pitcher. "When I cleaned out my purse I happened to find 
the letter and --" 
"And you happened t o read it. " 
"Ned says the school system is wonderful in Bidley. It's two 
thousand feet above sea level, you know, and living is very inexpensive . " 
"Don't talk about it, Shelley. Please don't let's talk about it 
anymore." 
11 All right, baby, we won't talk about it. 11 She handed him a drink 
and they sipped for a moment without speaking. Don was sorry he'd been 
irritable about the letter. Why shouldn't she read it again, when he'd 
practically memorized it himself? "••• For ten or twelve thousand dollars 
you can b~ a wonderful ranch house with an orchard and maybe six acres 
of land. Five thousand a year will do what twenty will do most anywhere 
else, and there's nothing to worry about. That's the main thing. You're 
not beating your brains out against a stone wall, using every cent you 
earn to live, commuting three hours a day to work your tail off for some 
company that might fire you on a moment's notice. No sir, my boy, you 
grab a train and head out here to Bidley. I'm waiting for a good spot 
to open up in the center of town, and the minute it does I'll wire you 
immediately. Just give me the word and I'll grab it right away, so we can 
set up shop in a week. Oh, I realize, of course, that you'd like a little 
more experience in the insurance business, and you'd like to save a little 
money. So going to New York for a year is probably a damn'd good idea, 
although I can't say I envy you. See you in a year then, and for the last 
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time, for Shelley's sake, for the kid's sake, for your own ulcers, come 
west young man •• •" 
He knew it verbatim. So if it gave Shelley any comfort to glance 
it over, to reach out for some tangible contact with the future, why 
shouldn't she read it over? Why in the hell shouldn't she? 
"It's kind of cozy." She had squirmed under the blankets. "It's 
kind of cozy being with you again." 
He put down his drink, leaning over the side of the bed to place 
it carefully on the floor. Shelley ran a finger down his spine, and he 
shivered and turned and looked into the gray smoke of her eyes. She 
smiled and put out the light. 
"You're a devil," he said. "Damn it, baby, you're a regular devil." 
And later, smoking a cigarette together, touching their bare feet 
together under the blankets, he knew that everything was fine; they were 
well over the hump and it was a coasting ride from here on in. He looked 
absently out the. window, noticed the light still on in Mrs. Morris's 
bedroom. "I wonder," he said, "I wonder why she waits up. I wonder 
where her husband really is. 11 
"Darling, you always change the subject, don't you? You make love 
to me, and then right away you change the subject as though nothing had 
happened between us at all." 
"I merely said I wondered where her husband really is." 
"I wouldn 1 t if I were you. I' 11 tend to you and Mrs. Morris can 
tend to Mr. Morris, and maybe we can live our own lives and never get 
involved with the neighbors." 
* * * * * * 
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Now, at eleven o'clock in Camptown, the village was almost still. 
Somewhere a distant clock struck the hour, echoing other towns that 
boasted industries and imperfections. On Pickerel Lane in the Fish Sec-
tion, a man wearing pajamas crept furtively about his lawn, a flashlight 
in his hand, as he sought angrily for his wife's lost wedding ring. And 
at 23 Zebra Road, in the home of Blair and Mamie Siler, a child cried and 
Mamie raised her pregnant body to one weary elbow. "Blair •• •" 
"Sure, honey, all right, honey. 11 Blair Siler crawled from bed, 
filled a pan with water, and stood a baby's bottle on the stove to warm. 
His sleepy eyes caught sight of sandwiches, carefully wrapped in waxed 
paper, tucked away in the corner of a Lacy all-steel cabinet. He picked 
up the sandwiches and dropped them in the garbage pail, gave the bab,y its 
bottle, then crept back into bed. 
11 Blair • • • I was thinking, Blair •11 
"I threw them away -- in the garbage pail. 11 
"You what l 11 
"I threw them away, and please don't make me do it again, Mamie. 
Please, not again 1 " 
IIBut we need the money, Blair, and --11 
11 And I will not carry a lunch pail. I've told you before, Mamie. 
Thirty-five cents a day for lunch. That• s exactly a dollar seventy-five 
a week for lunch, and it's worth it not to carry a lunch pail." 
"I could put the sandwiches in a paper bag. It wouldn't be quite 
the same as a lunch pail. 11 
11 Macaroni and cheese. Maybe a liverwurst sandwich in the Automat. 
People wear shirts and neckties, and they're civilized human beings.n 
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"All right, Blair. All right, honey." 
While next door, in the darkness of the McDermots' kitchen, a 
pedigreed boxer dog named Jenney emitted an impatient bark. To Mamie 
Siler it was not Jenney, but a mongrel owned by those Jewish Shultzes, 
only a door away; and to Clo Morris, still awake, still listening, it was 
the sign that the McDermots had not yet come home -- that when Henry 
McDermot stayed out late, his wife, Clarisse, stayed with him. 
But the McDermots had no children. They both worked. They could 
go where they pleased. And on this night, at eleven o'clock, they were 
sitting in the Coque Rouge, trying to strike up an acquaintance with 
Monty Wooley. Henry said they could find more celebrities at the Stork 
Club, and Clarisse said he always wanted to be where he wasn't. They 
both had another drink and did not speak for ten minutes. 
The man on Pickerel Lane did not find his wife's wedding ring; 
Don Cousins went to the bathroom and stumbled over the furniture that was 
not yet properly arranged; and the Shultzes awoke in their sleep, listened 
to the barking Jenney, and knew, from past experience, that .it would be 
blamed on their own dog as it always was, as it always would be. 
Camptown was tired, but it was not asleep. It moved with lethargy 
and waited, half-dozing, for the return of the McDermots and the final 
quieting of Jenney -- for the reassuring purr of Tom Morris' Pontiac 
convertible. 
* * * * * 
Tom Morris was seated on a small sofa in a suite of rooms on the 
sixteenth floor of the Hotel New Yorker. Before him, on a coffee table, 
was a huge ice bucket, a highball glass, and a small black notebook. 
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Piled halter skelter on any available projection, were carboard replicas 
of BEAUfiFUL HOME'S June cover. It was the best cover BEAUTIFUL HOME had 
conceived for many issues. The picture depicted a family circle -- mother, 
father, twelve-year-old boy, and six-year-old girl -- all grouped happily 
about an enormous television set. Under the picture were the words, 
"How television can bring happiness into your home." 
In Tom Morris' lap was a telephone. It had been there, as he had 
sat there on the small green sofa, for close to three hours. Now he 
referred to his notebook, dialled for the twenty-seventh time, and spoke 
anxiously, a little wearily. "Hello, Mickey ••. Tom. Tom Morris. I 
know it's late, but we've got a party on. Out of town client, you know 
••• Ben Stumper of Brite-lite Flashlight Batteries ••• Yeah, Room 1621 
••• And say, Mickey, can you bring someone else along, too? There's ~­
self and Joe Noonan and this Ben Stumper. We've already got someone for 
Stumper, but he's getting restless and wants to get on with it. Now 
don't go getting like that, Mickey ••• I'll keep an eye on everything. 
After all, the ~·s in his sixties .~. Please, Mickey ••• It's a big 
account and - You will? Thanks, Mickey. Thanks a lot. God, thanks 
a lot l 11 
He hung up and wiped the beads of perspiration from his forehead. 
He took a long drink from his scotch-filled glass and grinned at the 
family circle whose happiness to their home depended entirely upon the 
correct arrangement of their living-room furniture, page 27, as illus-
trated and explained qy Doris Womer, interior decorating editor for 
BEAUTIFUL HOME. She 1 d done a bang-up job, Doris had. It was a sensa-
tional book they'd be putting out next month, and a fat, half-page add, 
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as sold to Ben Stumper of Brite-lite, would look mighty good and bring in 
a very fat commission. Tom Morris sighed. He knotted his tie, stood up, 
stretched, and wandered into the bathroom. Joe Noonan was in the shower. 
"How's it coming?" Joe called. He poked his balding head, his 
worried face from between the curtains of the shower. "How's it coming, 
Tom?" 
"Fine. I got three • . One a stenographer I ran into a couple 
months ago, and two models from the Barbizon. They'll be for us. We'd 
petter give the steno to Stumper." 
"He's sixty," Joe said. "He's from Ogden, and he needs a big 
handicap." His head disappeared and the water was turned off. The 
curtains parted and Joe Noonan stepped out ginger~ onto the bathmat. 
He was forty-eight and soft and very tired. Joe was advertising manager 
for BEAUTIFUL HOME, and now, at exactly eleven o'clock, with Ben Stumper 
waiting in the men's bar, with the account not even closed, he felt as 
he always did at these damn'd conventions -- jittery. That was the word. 
Jittery. 
. Tom was washing his face at the basin. He could hear Joe scrubbing 
his pink body with a bath towel. He could hear Joe's voice. "I've got 
to hand it to you, Tom. You get to be my age, you don't have the stamina 
anymore. Lose your sense of perspective. Like this afternoon, for 
instance. I took Stumper to the races. Thirty-two dollars. I'll have 
to juggle the expense account some way. It'll run to a hundred before 
we get his add, and they'll be tearing nzy- guts out at the head office." 
"He '11 come across, 11 Tom said. 
"He'd better. God knows, he'd better. 11 Then he laughed and 
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touched Tom's shoulder with an affectionate hand. You're not letting 
me down, Tom. When I wanted to hire you, I told them you could operate. 
In this business you need a young fellow to operate." 
"Cut it out," Tom said. "Cut it out, will you, Joe?" 
"If it weren't for that little black book of yours --" His voice 
trailed away as he wandered into the bedroom to dress. 
Tom Morris dried his face and examined his teeth. He combed his 
black hair, graying slightly now that he was thirty-two, and went back 
to the living-room to wait. He stretched out on the sofa, picked up 
his black notebook, thumbed it, kissed it, and slipped it in his coat 
pocket. 
The history of Tom Morris is quite brief and not terribly inter-
esting. He was born in Schenectady in 1917, of a mother who hung family 
photographs over the mantle and was the secretary of the local DAR. His 
father, long Sam Morris, was a bus driver on the inter-city line. He 
believed in hard work and the Democratic Party, but had little use for 
such things as picture painting and .William Shakespeare. From his father, 
Tom had inherited the ability to work hard and pl~ hard, along with a 
healthy, masculine suspicion toward anyone interested in books or "im-
practical ideas." He sold papers at ten, delivered groceries at fourteen, 
and upon skin-of-the-teeth graduation from high school, talked himself 
into a space-selling job for the SCHENECTADY WEEKLY COURIER. From there 
he matriculated to local salesman for a nation-wide picture magazine, 
and from there to BEAUTIFUL HOM!l!. His climb to success was interrupted 
by a three year stint in the army as a lieutenant in artille~, and he'd 
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returned from Germa~ loaded down with cameras, Nazi flags, Lugers and 
pictures of French girls, along with a hatful of good stories that came 
in mighty handy over business luncheons at the Biltmore. 
Clo was chosen to become Tom's wife because she was a reluctant 
virgin, a graduate of Miss Larson's fi nishing school in Wilmingt on, and 
a paid up member of the Readers Guild. She kept a clean house, made an 
excellent tossed green salad, and did not drink more than befits a lady. 
She seemed like a very good bet to round out the future of Tom Morris, 
and he married her in 1942, made sure they would have a child immediately, 
then sailed off to England in preparation for D-Day. 
Now, in the spring of 1949, Tom Morris was well on the way to 
reaching his pot of gold. BEAUTIFUL HOME, on the request of Joe Noonan, 
had moved him to New York, where business was bigger and life was faster 
and earnings were higher. New York was Tom Morris's town. He had been 
wasting his time in Schenectaqy because Schenectady was for men like his 
father, who worked hard but could not see beyond the hood of his bus. 
Tom Morris could see a long way. He could also "operate", meaning that he 
got around, he had nerve, women liked a sort of raw animalism about 
him, and men admired his tirelessness, his lack of inhibitions, and his 
ability to dress well, speak in carefully thought-out English, and always 
know a good thing when he saw it. Tom Morris had seen a lot of good things 
and had his eye on ma~ more. Alreaqy he possessed a convertible Pontiac, 
two children, eight suits, six pairs of shoes, fourteen shirts, and a 
sterling silver cigarette lighter. (Purchased in war-time France's 
black market for three cartons of Lucky Strikes.) He lived in Camptown 
for the simple reason that he did not want to live in Camptown. He 
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wanted to live on Oak Knoll Ridge, Connecticut, where houses cost twenty-
one thousand dollars and living-rooms were twenty-six feet long. He 
wanted to better himself. Ipso facto, he lived in Camptown-- temporarily 
- - until he had a bigger job and a larger savings account. He knew he 
would get it within a few months. Everyone else knew it, too. Tom 
Morris had no problems. His wagon was hitched fast and he was driving a 
frisky team. 
"Let's get on with it. 11 That seemed to be Mr. Ben Stumper 1 s 
favorite expression. 11What say, Joe, what say, Tom, let's get on with 
it?" His pudgy hand reached out and patted Flossie's knee. Flossie 
was the little stenographer. She straightened her skirt and looked 
daggers at Tom, who could tell already that things were not going to go 
exactly right~ Well, if it didn't work out, there was still the Paradise 
on 57th, except that would be twenty more bucks on the expense account, 
and if Stumper were drunk and particular, maybe fifty. 
Mickey drarik slowly. So did Kathleen, Mickey's friend. But they 
were trained in the ways of New Yorker conventions and fellows like Ben 
Stumper, and you could always count on them. Th~ looked just alike, 
as all models look exactly alike, except that some are blond and some are 
brunette. ffi ckey was the blond, Kathleen the brunette. They were both 
tall, both thin, both slightly flat-chested, and both so extremely, 
neatly dressed, so perfectly groomed, that they did not look quite real. 
Mickey leaned over and whispe~ed to Tom. "I couldn't stand that 
flashlight boy for ten minutes. He always wants to get on with it. 11 
11 He's from Ogden, 11 Tom said. "They always get on with things in 
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Ogden." He laughed hearti~ and everybody else laughed too. 
"Let 1 s get on with it·" Stumper was getting drunk. 
Tom closed his eyes, swallowed fast, and stood up. Somehow he 
got everybody out of the suite, down to his car in the parking lot. 
Somehow he got them all over to Pete's on Irving Place, where beers were 
a dime and they could sit publicly on the sidewalk. 
They had four beers apiece. It was two o'clock then, and the 
girls had to go home. All the way uptown in the car, Ben Stumper grumbled 
about things not being much hotter in New York than they were in Ogden, 
Utah, and when Flossie got out at her place on East 62nd, she gave Tom 
a quick, resentful look that said very plain~ that after all, there was 
a limit. 
The two models, sober and slim and trim and dignified, echoed a 
pleasant goodnight and tripped into the impregnable Barbizon. And Tom 
drove onward to the Paradise. 
Joe and Tom waited at the bar. Neither of them spoke, but Joe 
was smiling, gently, wise~, like a man who has just seen the light that 
leads to eternal contentment. He touched Tom's arm. "It's all right, 
baby. It's in rnf pocket. He signed in the car. Can you imagine that? 
A quarter page. 11 
11 A quarter page ! A stinking quarter page?" 
"Now Tom, you're too ambitious. You've got to move easily, not 
offend a customer." 
"I know, but--" He let it go, . though he still thought Joe was 
wrong, and more than that, beginning to lose his nerve. 
"Tom ••• Do you realize it was our on~ chance? If I'd waited 
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until a£ter we'd brought him here, then he'd never have signed anything. 
You know how these guys are. Once it's over they-- well, they ~ort of 
retreat into themselves. You can't get near them." 
11 I guess so. But a quarter page 1 " 
"Next month it will be a half and without all this fuss and ex-
pense to go with it. But --11 And Joe shrugged. 11 I had to threaten 
not to bring him here at all unless he signed right away. 11 Noonan 
shivered and leaned wearily on the bar. He thought he ought to take the 
kids for a ride in the country next Sunday afternoon. He thought he 
ought to take a little vacation £or himself, take a little rest and 
get hold of himself. He thought it would be nice when this convention 
was over and he could stay home with Laura and spend a quiet evening 
catching up on the newest programs in television. 
The top was down on his green convertible, he was tired, the 
streets were empty, and Tom Morris was alone with himself on the long 
ride back to Camptown. Tom was thinking about Ben Stumper. Ben had 
blubbered, of course, the w~ they all did when you finally dropped 
them o£f at the Commodore. He'd said he'd never done a thing like that 
before in his life. He had a good wife and five real fine children. 
Wqy, the oldest had already graduated from the State University, and he 
was terribly ashamed and he certainly hoped that good old Tom and good 
old Joe understood how it was. 
Tom Morris had understood perfect~ -- so well, in fact, that 
he'd pushed a contract for a half-page ad in front of the ashamed Ben 
Stumper, and Ben had signed without a word. He'd had to sign. He was 
32 
scared, he wanted to go home to Ogden, and he was a jerk. 
Now you take Tom Morris -- not like Ben Stumper at all. And Tom 
Morris took himself as he headed into Westchester County on the last 
lap home. He was young, smart, an operator. He had a pretty wife, and 
two cute kids whom he adored. Everything was going fine, and when things 
were going fine, that was the exact time to make your next move, and his 
next move would be to get the hell out of Camptown. The thought grew 
larger in his mind as he turned into the sleeping village. Now, in the 
darkness, it was a dead town, all the houses alike, all the people grub-
bing their way along, clinging to their little p~-wood boxes. Oh, they 
were nice enough people, some of them. There was something strange that 
he did not quite understand about that Clarisse McDermot. And Blair 
Siler was a nice fellow, but, ~ God, on sixty-five dollars a week, he 
was the type who ought to carry a lunch pail. Or take the Littles --
Fred and Marjorie Little. Fred was a teller in a second-rate bank. 
Someday he'd be wearing celluloid cuffs. He'd be wearing a green ~a­
shade and a gold watch for twenty-five years of faithful service. 
Didn't even want to get out of Camptown. Actual~ liked it. 
No, they weren't Tom Morris' type of people. They had nothing 
on the ball. Also, Mamie Siler was a Catholic, and the Shultzes were 
both Jews. The Catholic business wasn't so bad (after all, maybe a man 
could be excused if he happened to be something besides a Congregation-
alist), but there was really no excuse for the Shultzes. They were too 
sneakily retiring. Their dog barked all night. Not right for the kids 
of Tom Morris, in the way the women weren't right for Clo. They were 
small town, not smart, not really well-dressed, not really wise to the 
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bright, gracious kind of living they had out there in Connecticut on Oak 
Knoll Ridge. Wqy, the Littles ate hamburger for dinner three nights a 
week, fish on Friday, and beans on Saturday . They got a lot of kick out 
of bowling 1 1zy" God, bowling l And Mamie Siler always made salads by 
putting cream cheese and canned pears on a piece of lettuce. She was 
Catholic and she made those stupid salads, and she served drinks in 
tumblers that ought to be kept in the bathroom. 
"Yes, sir, Tom Morris was going to move to Oak Knoll Ridge, where 
he'd live the way they did in those articles Doris Womer wrote in BEAU-
TIFUL HOME -- a servant, a Cadillac for himself, and a small English 
car for Clo; suits and silver and Persian rugs, and cocktails from a 
shaker with his initials, TM, printed in gold, graceful letters on each 
and every crystal glass. 
Jenney was quiet and the McDetmots' Buick stood at the curb when 
Tom parked his convertible and let up the automatic top. It always 
annoyed him to see the McDermot's Buick . The McDermots weren't the 
right people for a Buick. They didn't deserve a Buick. He~ worked 
in a haberdashe~, and his wife was a stenographer. Wqy in the hell 
should t hey have a Buick? He noticed that the McDermots' bedroom light 
was on, and for a moment he thought of how Clarisse must look i n a 
sheer negligee. Then his mind switched to the 1941 Ford stati on wagon 
directly in front of him. And smiling, thinking the new neighbors had 
arrived and drove a beat-up station wagon, Tom Morris went into his 
house, glanced affectionate~ at the two sleeping children in the bunk 
room, undressed, and crawled into bed beside his wife. 
Clo rolled over and whispered, "Where have you been, darling?" 
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"Business. A hell of a business l" 
"The Cousins moved in today. They seem ver-:r nice." 
"Yeah ••• 11 He closed his eyes. 
"Mr. Cousins came over for a minute to see about the water." 
"You keep away from Mr. Cousins." 
"We'll make a bargain, Tom. You promise to -- 11 Her voice had 
become a bit nasty. She laughed, thought of what she might have said, 
and decided t o save it for future use. 
Tom was already asleep. 
* * * * * 
It would be incorrect to say that Camptown ever really s l ept . 
It dozed, it rested, it awoke, and dozed again. Here a light burned on 
Kangaroo Road because rAr. Clarence Tuppler had developed nausea from 
eating bad lobster ata young executive's luncheon, and there on Woodchuck 
Terrace, a Mrs. Jasper Dowd awoke suddenly, switched on the bed-lamp, 
shook her husband, and placed his hand on her stomach to feel the first 
kick of a future resident of Mr. Camp 's littl e t own. Clo Morris glared 
into the darkness, and Fred Little awoke in a cold sweat, realizing that 
he'd neglected to pay last month's i nst all ment on his car, and had al-
ready spent the twenty-three dollars on a down-payment toward a summer 
cottage on the Cape for two weeks in Ju~. And Wendy Cousins cried fit-
fully in sleep, not quite accustomed to her new surroundings in one of 
Mr. Camp's inspired bunk rooms. 
Clarisse McDermot lay quiet, sprawled on the bed, her brown eyes 
vague and slightly glassy, her black hair twisted and tangled about her 
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shoulders. Henry watched her, his jaw set, his anger controlled with 
painful effort. "You're drunk," he said carefully. "You've been drunk 
all evening." 
"No, Henry." 
"All right, then you're having one of your things. You've gone 
into that little private world of yours, and it's the same as being drunk 
except you don't need~ liquor to do it." 
"Please, Henry. Please l-eave me alone.'' 
His voice softened. He did not really want to hurt her. 11 Look, 
honey, do you remember Monty Wooley? Do you remember him? At the Coque 
Rouge?" 
11 Of course, Henry. 11 
"You don 1 t l You don 1 t remember him 1 11 
11 I don 1 t know, Henry. I really don 1 t know. 11 She dug her palms 
into her eyes. "Don't talk about it, Henry 1 Please don't say any more 
about it l " 
"You're going to a doctor. You've got to see Sam Link." 
"I 'm all right, Henry. 11 
"You're not all right. You forget. You have things~ You drift 
away and you're not in the world any longer, and you've got to stop it. 
You 1Ye got to." 
11 Ssh, Henry. You 111 wake Jenney •" 
"Jenney 1 A dog 1 You don't wake up dogs." 
11 Don 1 t you love her? Don 1 t you love Jenney? 11 
"Sure, sure I love her." And Henry McDermot sank back wearily 
on the pillow. He tried to shut the evening from his mind -- Monty 
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Wooley and the Coque Rouge and the empty, lost feeling that alw~s 
travelled with them when he and Clarisse went bar-hopping, ,groping for 
something that was gone and dead, that had died back there in '45 when the 
war ended and his uniform was put in moth balls. New York was not his 
town any longer. Somebody else's. Tom Morris's or Blair Siler's, or 
that new fellow's -- that fellow with the Ford station wagon, who had 
moved in sometime today. Somebody else's, but not his town, not Henry 
McDermot's town any any longer. 
He put out the light and closed his eyes. For a moment Camptown 
slept. Not a light burned. Not a person spoke. Not a dog barked. But 
it lasted only a moment. For the milkman had turned into Zebra Road and 
the Shultz's dog saw him and bared his teeth in a low growl. The Siler's 
baby heard the Shultz's dog, and awoke, cr,ying for its breakfast, and 
slowly, reluctantly, Mr. Edgar J. C~p's sprawling monument to gracious 
living roused itself, shook itself, and girded its loins for another day. 
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IT SORT OF GROWS ON YOU 
Half of Camptown awoke at six fifty, the other half at seven four. 
The 6:50 risers were the cautious residents like Tom Morris and Marvin 
Shultz, like Henry and Clarisse McDermot. They were the people who did 
not trust their alarm clocks, who enjoyed puttering about in their tile 
bathrooms. They liked to ease themselves into a new d~, testing it, 
feeling it out, . contemplating the weather, what they should wear, the 
work ahead, and the attitude they should assume for the business d~. 
Their mornings started something like this: Alarm clock at 6:50, out of 
bed at 6:52, shaved and showered by 7:05, coffee and bacon put on at 7:06, 
then dressing until 7:15, when the coffee was p~bing and the bacon crisp,y. 
At 7:15 the eggs were sizzling and the toaster plugged in. B.y 7:20 they 
were seated in the kitchen for breakfast. They likai to eat slowly, am 
did not rise from the table until 7:40, after two cups of coffee and two 
cigarettes. Since the train did not leave until 8:04, and the drive to 
the station took eight minutes, there were still twelve minutes left to 
play with the children, listen to the monring news on the radio, or dis-
cuss finances with the wife. Then, by leaving the house at 7:52, they 
reached the station at eight sharp, with still a four minute leeway in 
case the train was early -- which it never was. 
The 7:04 risers, on the other hand (those like Fred Little and 
Blair Siler), combined lethargy with energy. They believed in the theo~ 
that no matter where one lives, it should take exactly one hour. from bed 
to train. They revelled in this extra fourteen minutes sleep, and felt 
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a secret superiority over the 6:50 risers. Most of them had to content 
themselves with cornflakes and instant coffee for breakfast, however, and 
had to wear whichever pants had a belt already inserted, whichever tie 
hung most conveniently on the rack. They left for the station at four 
minutes to eight, took six instead of eight minutes to get there, and 
never missed the train -- a fact that rather disappointed the earlier 
risers, who liked to feel that someday a moral could be pointed out that 
would uphold their own cautious theories about dressing and eating. 
On his first morning in Camptown, Don Cousins made an inexcusable 
mistake -- he got up at 6:55. At 7:15 he received a phone call from 
Blair Siler, across the street, inviting him to join the car pool of a 
few late risers. If his wife kept an eye out the kitchen window, she 
would see Blair back his car out of the garage directly across the street. 
She would also see Fred Little (recognizable by his gray hat and rimless 
glasses) come out of the house next door and run toward Blair's automobile. 
Fred would get there as the car reached the end of the drive. If Don 
left as Fred reached the end of his walk, they would both reach the car 
at the same precise moment, and no valuable time would be lost. 
Shelley, according to instructions, waited at the kitchen window. 
Don put on his hat and sat in the living-room with Wendy, who was still 
undressed. Through the picture window he could see through the picture 
window of the house behind his. He saw a man kiss his wife and leave. 
Also, he heard a car stopping across the street. He stood up. "All 
right?" he called. 
"It's someone else." Shelley's voice sounded anxious. ltThere's 
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another car going by picking up various people, but it doesn't seem to 
be Mr. Siler." 
Don sat down again. He lit a cigarette and glanced at his watch. 
7:55, and still there was no sign of e;i:tbr Blair Siler or Fred Little. 
He could feel a cold chill going along his back, and he could hear Shelley 
moving about restlessly in the kitchen. 
11 Are you watching, Shelley? Are you really watching?" He wanted 
to go over to Blair Siler's garage and stand qy. But he did not want 
Blair to feel that he mistrusted him. It was ~gony, and Don Cousins 
suffered -- for sixty seconds longer, until precisely four minutes to 
eight, when Shelley screamed and he dashed wildly to the street. Fred 
Little was rounding the end of his walk in an easy lope, and Blair 1 s 
'39 Cheverolet was backing slowly down the drive. Everything was going 
according to plan. The trouble, the anxiety, had all grown from the 
simple fact that Donald Cousins had arisen nine minutes earlier than 
Camptown's late risers. It had been a bad error. He must get up at 
7:04 and go with the late car pool, or he must get up at 6:50 and go 
with the early one. The times were fixed, firmly and irrevocably, and 
he, an uninitiated new-comer, had no business buying to buck the system. 
Blair Siler smailed and offered a big rough hand. 11 Glad to see 
you. Welcome to Camptown." 
"Thanks." Don got in beside Blair. Fred Little sat in the back 
seat. Don could see him in the mirror, pale, be-spectacled, calm, look-
ing older than his twenty-nine years because his life had reached its 
high point and Fred knew it. Now he was content to slide the rest of his 
forty years in ease. It was a philosophy that Don later had reason to 
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admire, even envy. For Fred Little had no problems in his w~, anymore 
than Tom Morris had them in his. Fred had been an Ensign in the Navy 
Supply Corps. He had travelled, held authority, and married. He had a 
child and a good, conscientious wife. The bank in which he was a teller 
was solid, though conservative, pleasant, though demanding, and entirely 
dependable. Fred had accustomed himself to live on seventy-five dollars 
a week, and now that he's learned the trick, he had no particular desire 
to earn more, learn new tricks, or be forced to revise his budget and 
develop new desires that could probably never be satisfied anyway. 
There were ball games to listen to on the radio during the Saturday 
afternoons of spring, and there was bowling with Marjorie on Saturday 
nights. Some day he would own a television set like the McDermots, 
and someday he would finish paying for his car. But for the present he 
would continue to please Marjorie by filling out her bookcase. It had 
been a mistake to build that bookcase so large. He knew that now. But 
it was done, the lumber had cost twenty-one dollars, and Marjorie's 
driving passion in life was to see it full of gaily-colored books. 
Well, he would drive toward that end along with her. As he had told 
her that very morning, "Maybe I · can pick up something cheap during my 
lunch hour. One of those forty-nine cent books, ~be -- one of those 
historical things that didn't sell very well and they're trying to get 
rid of." And then he had kissed her and said, "And don't forget the car, 
honey. Twenty-three dollars. We forgot to pay it this month because of 
that down payment on the cottage for July. I know you can figure it 
into the budget somehow. Maybe we could have omlettes for dinner in-
stead of meat." 
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"Eggs are expensive, Fred. '1 
"Well, you'll figure it. Somehow. And I'll get a book anyway. 
To hell with the forty-nine cents. I'll get a book anyway." 
Yes, Fred Little was reasonably content. He belonged to the 
active Naval Reserve and played right field on the bank's soft ball team. 
He was pleased, he was impressed to discover now, in the chaotic world 
of 1949, that he could actually exist at all. He had no intention of 
going out on any limb, of jeopardizing any chance of sheer survival. 
Don Cousins liked Fred -- because of the way he said 11 Goodmorning," 
because of the way he seemed to belong to Camptown and commuters trains 
and old age pensions. He also liked Blair, whose shirt collars stuck 
out straight and wilted, whose necktie was faded and bad~ knotted, whose 
hands were rough, and who spoke with a slight mad-Western twang. "To-
morrow will be Fred's turn, and the next day yours. We leave the car 
at the station. If you can catch the 5:37 from Grand Central, we'll all 
be on t he same train together. That's the way we t~ to work it, but i f 
anybody ' s late, he has to look out for himself. ~here' s ot her cars coming 
out here, and there's a bus, too, if you want to wait long enough." 
"I 1 11 be on t he 5: 37, 11 Donald Cousins said. 
The railroad station, Camptown Depot, was wooden and small and a 
sickly yellowish color with chocolate brown trim. The floors wer e black 
and smelled of oil, and from the me ns toilet could be heard the never-
ending sound of rushing water. The buildi ng was old (it had been a 
warehouse until the mushrooming of Mr. Camp's little metropolis had 
warranted another stop on the line), and something was permanent~ wrong 
in the water closet of the mens toilet. Either the floating ball did not 
drop down quite far enough to shut the water off completely, or did not 
float quite high enough to release the plunger. The old station master 
understood little of water closets. A number of times he had tried to 
shut off the incessant sound of rushing water by the ingenious use of 
string; but the string always rotted and parted within a few days time, 
and the water rushed on again. Eventually Blair Siler, annoyed by any-
thing that did not properly, brought along a roll of wire and a pair of 
pliers, and permanently fixed the leaking closet, receiving for his pains, 
harsh words from the station master and the ignominy of missing his train 
for the first time in eighteen months. That, however, was later. It is 
another story. 
The station platform was crowded with commuters when Blair parked 
his Cheverolet behind the depot. Don, of course, recognized no one, 
although he did notice that most of the men looked very much alike. 
They all wore gabardine topcoats and mouse gray hats. Their collars 
were mostly button-down, always Oxford cloth, and usually a plain white 
or pastel blue. Their shoes were cordovan and their ties either knit 
or foullard. There were a few bow ties as well. The impression, all 
in all, was the same one derived from observing a group of college students 
waiting around for class to begin. Physically, all these men seemed 
about the same, the youngest perhaps twenty-six, the oldent thirty-five. 
But they did not appear to mind this uniformity. In fact they rather 
liked it. 
Don was introduced to Tom Morris, and noted that Tom dressed a 
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little better than the others; that hishandshake was firmer, his laugh 
heartier. He felt the wet, embarrassed palm of Marvin Shultz, and 
reminded himself that he must call on Marvin very soon, show him once 
and for all that as far as Donald Cousins was concerned, nobody had to 
anybody else. And he nodded to Clarisse and Henry McDermot. They looked 
tired, he thought. Clarisse was pretty, close to beautiful, and Henry 
was quite tall and blonde and tanned and athletic. They were a pleasant 
couple, agreeable, and yet somehow retiring, in a way that was disturbing 
and even a little pitiful. 
In the dusty train, Don sat with Blair. In front of him were the 
McDermots. They sat apart, she stari.ng out the window, he concentrating 
on his paper. Blair leaned closer as the train started. "They're a nice 
couple. Live across the street from you." 
"They came in late," Don said. "Last night. I heard them." 
Then he looked .way, remembering Shelley's words about getting involved 
in other people's affairs, remembering his curiosity regarding Clo 
Morris, and the up-and-down glance he had given Tom Morris on first 
meeting him. 
The train ride lasted forty minutes, ending in Grand Central at 
8:44. During most of the journey Don said nothing. He listened to the 
voices around him, to the men who, like himself, had moved to Camptown 
because it was cheap, it was convenient, it was a social community, 
and as good a jumping-off place as anything else a young veteran could 
find in this time of the housing shortage. He listened to their words: 
"They've got this plastic wax out now that costs about ten bucks 
a gallon. BUt it lasts years. You can roller skate on it and it won't 
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even dent." 
"Go see Camp, I tell you. The roof leaks, it's Camp's business, 
and don't take any guff from any assistant." 
11 0h, business is picking up pretty well, all right. This foam 
rubber is the stuff, you know, and I figure maybe a year, maybe two, and 
I '11 be out of this camping ground. Gone t 11 
"Louise is always talking about a little place in the country. 
Land of her own, you know, with everything on one floor •11 
"To tell you the truth, I've been thinking of getting out of the 
automobile business for good. They way I see it, it depends on what 
you sell, as much as the money you make." 
"I know -- you've got to have a certain pride in your work." 
And, "Give me the right job and the exact right home, and -- 11 
Don Cousins said nothing. He only listened and wondered if he 
could escape in time, if he'd get to Bidley, Montana, before his own 
words sounded quite so wistfully the same. 
* * * * * 
Clarisse and Henry McDermot always parted company at the corner 
of 42nd Street and Fifth Avenue. Clarisse took a Sixth Avenue subway 
to the battery, where she was employed by the firm of Krinker and Gold, 
Wholesale dealers in leather goods, while Henry took an uptown bus on 
Fifth to The Country Gentlemen, a shop that carried "All the finest in 
Men's wearing apparel". This particular morning differed from others 
in that neither Henry nor Clarisse felt particularly warm toward his 
partner, and both their heads were muddled by lack of sleep. 
Henry turned to face his wife. 11?/ell, 11 he said. 11 I' 11 see you 
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on the train, unless you'd rather have a drink first and take a later one." 
"No, I -- I think we'd better go home tonight. I think --11 
"You think you're getting bored with goingout with me?" 
"Not with going out with you, but --11 
"With just going out at all, then?" 
"I don't know. I - 11 
"Maybe you 1 d like to go out with Tom Morris for a change. I saw 
him eyeing you on the train this morning . He doesn't seem to have much 
else to do except just ogle you." 
"All right, Henry." She turned nay, but he gripped her arm and 
swung her about to face him. 
"Any time, honey. Any time you get fed up enough. Any time --11 
Then his voice stopped and he squeezed her arm, gently, affectionately. 
"Look, honey, please. Let's have some coffee or something. Let's get 
together again." 
11 All right, I'd like some coffee." She smiled at him, and he 
noticed her eyes were glazed again. Her fists were clenched tight, the 
veins showing blue on the backs of her hands. 
Henry walked beside his wife into a Whalen 1 s drugstore. They sat 
on stools beside each other, and still they did not speak personal words 
because they could not, because that void was there between them. Cla-
risse was fighting. She knew that she could win, that she would have 
to win before she reached the office. 
11 I 1m trying, honey •11 She sipped her coffee. Her hand trembled 
and she put down the cup. "I'm fighting. You must know I've been 
fighting ever since last night. No sleep. I'm tired. It always 
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happens when I'm tired. 11 
"But if you could explain to me so I'd understand. Just once. 
So I could --" 
11 How can I explain, when there isn 1 t anything to tell you? I 
get dizzy. Voices fade away. I can't remember anything. It's like 
being terribly drunk or walking around in a vacuum. But I can fight it. 
If you'd be kind, I can fight it. I --11 She lowered her head to her 
open hands on the counter. Her body trembled, and the the clerk's eye 
watched her suspiciously. Outside in the street, people scurried to work. 
They walked quickly with long strides. They disappeared into buildings 
and went up in elevators; they ran into subway openings and were swallow-
ed by the flowing efficiency of the BMT or the IRT or the Independent 
Line that ran the length of Sixth Avenue. 
The clerk moved closer. Henry bent down and whispered hoarsely in 
his wife 1 s ear. "They 1 11 think you 1 re drunk, honey. 11 
"That's all you care. They'll think I'm drunk and it will embar-
rass you. That's all you care. 11 
"But how can I feel sympathetic when I don't know what to feel 
sympathetic about?'" His voice had become tight and a little loud. "I'm 
trying, aren't I? I want to understand, don't I? I don't want you to 
get like. this anymore. I don 1 t want us like this. Don 1 t you see? I 
don't know you when you're like this. I --" He waved his hands helP-
lessly and sipped again at his coffee. It was cold now and he did not 
want it. 
Clarisse straightened. She opened her purse and looked at her 
face, dabbed at it with a crumpled Kleenex. "I'm all right. I'm going 
47 
to be all right. 11 
"Well --" He paid the check, avoiding the eyes of the clerk. 
11Well-- 11 
They slipped down from their stools and went out to the sunshine 
and the crowd that was moving £aster now that nine o'clock had arrived 
and the day had started. Clarisse said she was all right. She said it 
three times, carefully, wanting to believe her own words. Then she turned 
and moved away, her body a little tired, her heels clicking out of rhythm. 
He~ watched her, started, and ran for his bus. He sat in the 
rear and stared out the window and swore at himself, as he ' d been swear-
ing at himself more consistently every day now for months. Something 
was wrong with Clarisse. Something was seriously, terribly wrong. Yet 
he was always blaming her, always jumping on her. And he didn't really 
mean to. But ever since the war, ever since they'd moved out there to 
Camptown, something had seemed to be slightly off-center, slightly out 
of focus. Of course they couldn't ever have children, but still they'd 
made the best of it, hand't they? He'd bought Clarisse that boxer dog, 
which had set him back two hundred and fi f ty dollars, and he'd bought 
that t elevision set and-- But it wasn't that. There was something wrong 
within himself that had crept into Clarisse and was beginning t o hurt 
her. There was something they'd had and lost, something they wanted, 
but couldn't have -- some wildly beautiful whole that had been with them 
once and seemed now to be forever gone, or was always before them, al-
ways slightly out of reach. 
The bus stopped at Fifty-seventh. The doors sighed open, and 
Henry McDermot stepped down to the sidewalk. He had stepped down like 
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this before, from a fighter plane, a Thunderbolt in England, a chute on 
his back, goggles pulled up across his forehead. There'd been weariness 
in his bones and dryness in his throat and a marvellous sense of belonging 
throughout his whole being. He walked a block on Fifth. He'd done that 
before, Clarisse by his side, walking through the streets of the t own 
that was his town, the silver wings brightly polished on his tunic, his 
hat soft and floppy, indicating experience and combat missions that 
numbered over a score. There'd been no harsh words in those days. There'd 
been no weariness, no sense of loss, no floundering in a world of impreg-
nable cement. They'd walked arm in arm, he and Clarisse, and she'd 
smiled then, and the town was theirs -- the people and the streets, the 
Waldorf, the Biltmore, the Pennsylvania; the Stork Club, Twenty-One, 
hte Copacabana. To hell with the price l Put out the flags and unroll 
the carpet and love a little while and drink a round before I'm off again 
to glory. 
He stopped walking, shook his head, and turned into the doorway 
of The Country Gentleman. Mr. Lauder, the manager, was waiting for him. 
"Snap to it, McDermot. There's a lot to be done." Henry nodded and 
began sorting the new arrival of six-fifty shirts. Occasionally his 
eyes wandered to Mr. Lauder's secretary. Her name was Marion Phalen. 
She sat behind a glass enclosure, and there had always been that look 
about her, that dark, purposeful magnetism of her eyes, that deliberate 
way she pulled down her sweater whenever he was watching -- pulled it 
down so that her breasts were firm and noticeable. There was something 
But he did not want to think about Marion Phalen. He pulled his eyes 
back to the pile of shirts, forced his mind to think of Clarisse. He 
49 
would call Sam Link at noon, make an appointment to see him about those 
"things" of hers. Yes, he would call Sam, explain about her not having 
children, about the dog 
Suddenly · Henry straightened, laid down a pile of shirts, glanced 
at Mr. Lauder's turned back, and walked stealthily to the telephone ••• 
* * * * * 
When the telephone rang·, Shelley Cousins was busily putting away 
her wedding crystal. Around her on the kitchen floor were small balls 
of newspaper in which the crystal had been wrapped for shipment; the 
steel cabinets above her head were open. She was thinking, at the time, 
what a shame it was that Mr. Camp had neglected to build any glass china 
closets into his houses. All your nicer things had to be hidden away 
behind his all-steel cabinets or his stupid revolving closets. Shelley 
was angry, and did not hear the phone until it had rung a full thirty 
seconds. She had, during the morning, made a fierce resolution to hate 
Mr. Camp and anything and anyone connected with him. So when the tele-
phone rang harshly, somehow that fell in with Mr. Camp, and somehow she 
hated that, too, and consequently ignored it. 
But the ringing persisted, and eventually it pierced Shelley's 
stubborness. She put down a cry~tal champagne glass and waded through 
the balls of newspaper to the living-room. She picked up the phone ••• 
On that particular morning in April, the following conversation 
took place on a three-party line in Camptown, Westchester County, New 
York, u.s.A.: 
SHELlEY COUSINS 
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Hello. 
EENRY hCDERMOT 
Hello, this is ••• 
CW MORRIS 
Clo Morris speaking. 
EENRY M::DERMOT 
Hello, Clo, there seems to be somebody else 
MAMIE SILER 
Hello? 
SHE!LIEY COUSINS 
(Embarrassed) 
Oh, I didn't realize it was a three-party line. 
(Curiously) 
Who is this anyway? 
Shelley Cousins. 
This is Clo, Henry. 
Mrs. Blair Siler speaking. 
(Grimly) 
HE!NRY M::DERMOT 
SHELlEY COUSINS 
CLO MORRIS 
MAMIE SILER 
HENRY JVCDERiiJ!OT 
Look, I rang one of you. Frankly I 1ve forgotten which --
SHELlEY COUSINS 
You don't know me, I~. -- Who is this anyway? 
HENRY M::DERMOT 
Henry McDermot. I 1m at T.he Country Gentleman, and --
SHELlEY COUSINS 
Where? 
MAMIE STIER 
(Pleasantly) 
Is that you, Mrs. Cousins? You're the new neighbor, aren't you? MY 
husband took your husband to the train this morning. 
SHELLEY COUSINS 
Really, I haven't the faintest idea what this is all --
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(Nearly shouting) 
It's about~ dogl 
(Helpfully) 
HENRY ~£DERMar 
CI.O MORRIS 
Go ahead, Henry. We're listening. 
MAliiTE SILER 
I intended to come over to see you today, Mrs. Cousins. 
SHEUEY COUSINS 
Please call me Shelley. 
HENRY MJDERMar 
(Hoarsely) 
Mr. Lauder is watching me, and I've got to hang up and will somebody 
please listen? 
MR. LAUDER 
(Faintly in background) 
McDermot ! Will you kindly get those shirts sorted before we open this 
shop? 
CLO MORRIS 
Mr. Lauder? Who in the world is Mr. Lauder? 
MAMIE SILER 
(Exasperated) 
Don't get excited, Henry. For heavens sake, say what you're going to s~ 
and get it over with. 
SHEUEY COUSINS 
(Helpfully) 
I'll get off the line if it will --
HENRY lCDERMar 
(Carefully, pronouncing each word) 
Jenney is locked up in the cellar. Do you understand? Do you all under-
stand? She's locked in the cellar, and I would appreciate it very much 
if one of you would go over to ~ house and let her out. The key is in 
the --
MR. LAUDER 
(Sharply, in background) 
McDermot! 
HENRY MJDERMar 
Just a moment, Mr. Lauder. I'll get those shirts --
CID MORRIS 
In the shirts, Henry? I don't understand --
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HENRY fv~DERMar 
The mailbox. 
(T.hen screaming) 
The key is in the mailbox! 
~he receiver is slammed down and there is a long silence) 
(Tentatively) 
Hello ••• 
SHE:LIEY COUSINS 
MAMIE SIIER 
Hello, Shelley. Did you understand him? 
SHELlEY COUSINS 
He said the key was in the mailbox. 
CID IDRRIS 
I was sure he said --
MAMIE SILER 
He said the mailbox, Clo. We both heard him distinctly. 
CID MORRIS 
(Petulantly) 
Well, if you both heard him --
(There is an awkward pause) 
(Finally) 
Well-- goodbye. 
SHELlEY COUSINS 
CID MORRIS 
(Still thinking they are wrong)" 
Goodbye, all. 
(A receiver clicks down) 
MAMIE SilER 
Shelley? Are you still there? 
SHELlEY COUSINS 
I'm here. 
MAMIE SilER 
That Clo Morris-- she's so high and mighty, but she always gets every-
thing wrong. 
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SHELlEY COUSINS 
I guess we'd better let the qog out. 
MAMIE SilER 
When you get to know Clo Morris you'll understand what I mean. 
SI11!:LIEY COUSINS 
{Hinting gently) 
Goodbye ••• Mamie. 
(Another receiver clicks down) 
MAMIE SilER 
Hello ••• Hello ••• 
(The receiver clicks frantically. A pause, a final click, and 
silence) 
Henry McDermot's front porch was the "post type", and boasted a 
small rail that Henry had designed himself. The mailbox was shaped like 
a bird-house and the brass door knocker was a woodpecker clinging to a 
tree. 
The girls {Tom Morris condescendingly referred to his wife's ac-
quaintances as "the girls") met on Henry's porch exactly one minute 
after Mamie hung up her phone. Their children grouped around them while 
they exchanged greetings and sized each other up. Shelley felt that Clo 
was not particularly interesting. She dressed well, however, and her two 
girls, one six, the other two, were both neat and well-scrubbed. Mamie 
Siler was something else again. She was perhaps thirty-two, tall, 
slender, and noticeably pregnant. Her face was pointed and not espec-
ially pretty, and her hair was the color of dried leaves. She wore a 
cardigan sweater and short skirt, obviously chosen to show off her rather 
good legs, far and away her most attractive feature. She was, Shelley 
imagined, the sort of person who wore high heels with slacks, and those 
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shoes with straps around the ankles whenever she found the slightest 
excuse for dressing up. Her two children, Bertie, four, and an infant 
whom she carried in her arms, were both rather shy and nondescript. 
"Well --11 Mamie was evaluating Shelley, envying her rather fresh 
beauty, the easy way she smiled, as though she were not really a new-
comer at all. "Well, now that we've all met, shall we go in and let out 
the dog?" 
Clo said that she did not see why it took three women and five 
children to let a boxer dog out of someone's cellar, but Mamie pointed 
out that she wanted Shelley to see the inside of the McDermots' house, 
"It's really the cutest in the neighborhood, you know. I mean they've 
really done wonders with it. Of course they both work, so they do have 
money, and without children and all -- 11 
"I think it's rather gauche," Clo said. 
"Gauche?" Mamie looked puzzled. 
"I think it's rather silly, if you ask me l 11 
"Well," Mamie said, "the way I see it, everybody has his own 
taste, and I happen to like the McDermot's." Later, in the days to come, 
Shelley learned that this remark, delivered on her first morning in 
Camptown, was the key to Mamie Siler. She believed that everyone should 
be allowed to his own taste, and therefore any taste was all right. 
Personally, she liked poetry. She cut poems out of magazines and pasted 
them in a scrap book. Some people might not appreciate poetry 11 Poytry11 , 
as she pronounced it) and that was their business, wasn't it? Also, for 
example, she liked movie magazines and Gregory Peck and Vaughn Monroe 
and Dick Haymes and stories about young doctors. If you liked something 
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else, all right. Everyone to his own taste. It was Mamie Siler's 
favorite remark and her sweetest defense. "Everyone to his own taste." 
Personally, Shelley did not think much of the McDermot 1 s taste. 
Everything had a purpose for which it was not originally intended. In 
the kitchen there were nail keg~, cut down, covered, and gaily painted 
to be used as chairs around the kitchen table, which was an old work 
bench, also gaily painted with red and green peasant people, hearts and 
flowers, and little thatched-roof houses. The steel cabinets were also 
painted with the same design, and there was red checkered oil cloth on 
all the shelves, hanging slightly over the edge, the fringes cut in two-
inch semi-circles. The walls were done in a paper replete with miniature 
pots and pans, and the curtains were dotted with scenes of happy Mexicans 
cooking tortillas over an open fire. Every inch of space was utilized. 
There was an automatic can opener, a pad and pencil in a hand-painted 
container, a Currier and Ives calendar, and even a hand-painted gadget 
with hooks for hanging keys. 
11 You see~ 11 Mamie exclaimed triumphantly. "You see what I mean!" 
"Yes, I see what you mean." 
They went on to the living-room. Here, also, the McDermots had 
used their ingenuity, had stretched their combined imaginations in an 
attempt to have new ideas. The coffee table was a cobblers bench. The 
bar was an old commode, refitted with H and L handwrought iron hinges. 
The lamps were made from whiskey bottles and the cut-off tops to old 
spinning wheels. (One was designed from the brass case of a German shell 
that Henry had picked up in France.) There were string rugs and modern, 
sectional fUrniture. In the corner by the stairs was a television set. 
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It had been the first set on Zebra Road, although since its installation 
some months before, Camptown's residents had discovered that of all the 
things on earth, telev1.sion sets could be purchased with the smallest 
down payment and the l ongest time to pay. 
Clo said, "If you ask me, it's all a little chichi." 
11 Gauche, 11 Mamie said. "Now chichi." 
"It' s too bad ," Shelley said, "that the television set has to look 
like a television set. It's too bad it couldn't look like an old wagon 
wheel or something." 
"Well, everyone to his own taste," Mamie concluded. And that, 
for the time being, was that. 
Jenney, the McDermots' boxer, was as graceful, as beautiful, as 
pedigreed as any dog that Shelley had ever seen. What the bouse lacked 
in perfection, was made up for by Jenney - - $l eek, well-groomed, clean-
lined, everything that a boxer should be. But it was obvious that the 
McDermots had put a lot of time, a good deal of affectionate care into 
the raising of Jenney. In the cellar, on a specially-built shelf, were 
rows of worm tablets, flea powders, grooming brushes, combs, rubber bones, 
vitamin pills, books on training, showing, washing - ·everything a pet 
shop can think of that might interest an avid dog lover. And Jenney's 
play area was superior to any child's play yard on the street. Fenced 
in with neatly-painted pickets, it covered the entire backyard of the 
McDermot 1 s lot. There was a wicker bed with a good mattress, a special 
dog's feeding bowl, a special water bowl, a sand pile to dig in, and a 
complicated contraption of boards and saw horses, meant to satisfy 
Jenney's more energetic moments. 
57 
Shelley said nothing. Clo watched the dog with eyes that showed 
no sign of envy .-- but only the pride of a woman who has children and 
can find no time for animals. And Mamie made one awe-filled remark. 
"Her real name," she said, 11 is Jenney Van Krupter of Rittenhaus. 11 
* * * * * 
Marjorie Little was one of those bony girls who always have trouble 
in childbirth. Quite tall, she looked thinner than her weight indicated 
because her bones were heavy, though not large, and her shoulders were 
broader than a normal woman's. Her legs, though straight enough, seemed 
to have little actual shape. They stemmed from her narrow hips and 
terminated with her feet that took a size seven shoe. Her face was 
angular, her mouth thin and wide, and her hair a neutral, sort of 
brownish brown. Naked, Marjorie was not really unattractive at all. 
Her slender hips, wide shoulders, and small, cupped breasts, gave her 
the appearance of America's popular, outdoor girl-- the kind who likes 
to play volley ball on the beach. Dressed, however, Marjorie's shoulders 
acted as a thin, bent, coat hanger. Her clothes looked as though they 
were still hanging in the closet. At one time she had tried to correct 
her dressed appearance with "Bosom Boosters11 , made from soft, perfectly 
shaped foam rubber. But the boosters had made little difference except 
when she wore tight sweaters, and then she looked curiously out of 
proportion, as though she were still nursing her daughter, Marty. 
Eventually, however, Marjorie had given up worrying about her appearance. 
She wore the boosters on only the most important occasions, and the rest 
of the time dressed in suits, making every effort to look as though she 
had just returned from galloping an English-saddled horse across open 
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country, her hair blown, her cheeks flushed, a riding crop still in her 
hand. 
Marjorie was working on her budget. The last request Fred had made 
before leaving the house that morning was that she rearrange the budget 
to take care of the twenty-three dollars due on the car. His last promise 
had been that he'd bring back a book, and to hell with the forty-nine 
cents. Accordingly, Marjorie Little was ecstatically happy. She loved 
to work on the budget, and the thought of adding one more book to her 
growing collection sent a tiny shiver of pleasure along her spine. But 
she would not take just any old book to fill out those empty shelves. 
They had to have paper jackets for one thing. They had to be as thick 
as possible for the least money, and they simply had to have those paper 
jackets. The top shelf books had to measure not more than seven and 
three quarter inches in height to fit the eight-inch shelf, and the 
bigger, thicker books for the bottom shelf could not be taller than 
nine and one half inches. All in all, with so many qualifications to 
meet, it was really not a simple task to fill out her library. But she 
was making progress -- good progress. And today Fred would bring another 
book. She hoped it would be tall, for the bottom shelf. She hoped it 
would be thick and have a four-color jacket. 
Before Marjorie Little, on the kitchen table, was a green ledger. 
It contained an itemized budget, accounting for every penny she and Fred 
had spent since their marriage in San Diego in 1943, as well as Fred's 
personal spendings before that time. She flipped the pages to last 
month's account. It read as follows: 
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House 
Food 
Gove~nment Insurance 
Train tickets 
Cigarettes 
Laundry 
Down payment on cottage 
Fred's lunches 
Marty's shoes 
Books 
Heat 
Gas and light 
Telephone 
Miscellaneous 
Total 
$62.00 
68.00 
6.60 
16.40 
7.25 
.56 
25.00 
10.00 
3.99 
5.73 
12.35 
6.75 
7.60 
28.00 
$260.23 
(Ordered from New Jersey) 
(Eight sheets) 
Since Fred's bring-home-pay was $266.70, the monthly balance was 
exactly six dollars and forty-seven cents. Now, using that as a starter, 
and by cutting down the food bills a dollar a week, by doing her own 
sheets and not buying any new clothes for Marty --
A car slowed down before Marjorie's house. She put down the ledger 
and peered through the kitchen window. Standing at the curb was the 
Ford station wagon of those new people, the Cousins. Mrs. Cousins was 
at the wheel, and beside her was a small, blonde child. In the second 
seat was Clo Morris and her two children, and behind her, in the back, 
Mamie siler and hers. Marjorie went to the door. "Hello ••• F.i, Mamie, 
hi, Clo 1 " 
"This is Shelley Cousins • 11 Mamie was leaning out the window. "Werre 
going to the chopping center, and if you'd like to go--11 
Marjorie Little hesitated. She was curious about Shelley Cousins, 
yet she did have to get that budget balanced properly, and to leave it 
now would mean she'd have to start all over again later. She hesitated, 
but only for a moment. "Thanks just the same. Thanks anyway • 11 And she 
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went in and closed the door quickly before she changed her mind. She 
heard the car start up as she sat down before the ledger once more. She 
opened it idly to a page marked September 4th, 1943. That was during the 
I 
war when Fred had been keeping the budget. That was in San Diego, a very 
long time ago, in the town where they had married, she and Fred. Nostal- I 
gically, her eye ran down the column. "Shirts, $3.65, Liquor from Officers 
Mess, $3.20", and another item, written in the same neat hand, wedged 
between the liquor and the price of a taxi fare from Tiajuana. "Married 
Marjorie," it read. And the price - $1.75. 
Marjorie Little snapped shut the covers of the ledger. She dashed 
widly for the door, down the walk to the street, her arm waving frantic-
ally· • . But the 141 Ford station wagon had already turned the corner, and 
was fast disappearing between the rows of little houses. 
* * * * * 
The super-~rket in Camptown's shopping center was already full of 
jostling wives when Shelley arrived with her two friends. She managed to 
park behind the store, which was modern and brick and had one huge glass 
wall across the front. Inside were rows upon rows of shelves upon shelves 
of food upon foods. The meats were wrapped in cellophane, marked with 
the correct weight and price, and kept neatly in refrigerator wells. All 
one had to do was sit his child on the sumble seat of a grocery cart, and 
push his way through the sotre, picking and choosing as he went. 
The three friends moved along beside each other, their children 
riding happily in the carts. Mamie explained about each item they passed. 
"Don't buy pork today. It's up two cents, but beef is down, and those 
fowls are good if you really cook them long enough. Now take this ham-
burger. See, it's got bread in it •••" 
Mamie chatted and picked and chose and smelled and felt and read 
and scorned and returned and picked again. Shelley watched her. She 
watched Clo, and noticed that whenever Mamie selected something rather 
expensive, like cauliflower, Clo always noticed, and made a point of buy-
ing mushrooms which were really more expensive than cauliflower. 
"That's a poor buy, Clo. 11 Mamie scorned the mushrooms. "You're 
just throwi ng your money away." 
nso what if I am?" There was an edge to Clo' s voice. There was 
scorn and carelessness and a fierce determination to buy a little better, 
a little more expensive food than Mamie Siler. 
Shelley wanted to laugh. Imagine! Two grown-up women trying to 
out-do each other, letting each other's lives become so interwoven that 
they had to compete on a food-buying basis. She was really quite amused 
as her hand reached out for a smoked shoulder, one of Den's favorite 
meats. And then, somehow, her hand froze. She glanced up. Both Clo 
and Mamie were w~tching her. They were both smiling faintly, with 
amusement and tolerance and great superiority. Shelley laughed. The 
high, awkward sound hung there over the meat counter. She moved a foot 
down the counter, picker up a huge por terhouse steak, and dropped it 
carelessly into her basket. The price caught her eye and she winced. 
$2.45. But it was too late then to put it back, and somehow t he tension 
had been broken. They were three fri ends out shopping together. 
In the end, after three quarters of an hour of mental calculations, 
sly glances into each other's baskets, and inner feelings of growing 
horror, the three wives stood in l ine at the counter where packages were 
wrapped and prices added. ~~mie went first. Her purchases came to 
twelve sixty. Then Clo, who had managed, through buying lobster and 
two cartons of Camels, to raise her total to fifteen ninety-five. 
Shelley was last. She knew she had won. She knew also, that it was 
pyrrhic victory. 
There was little conversation during the ride home through the 
twisting, children-filled streets. A new tension had crept i nto the 
group, one of anger and resentment and reluctance to admit defeat. 
"Blair says," Mamie remarked abruptly, "that if people keep spend-
ing foolishly, there'll be a depression." 
Clo sniffed to Shelley, "You certainly use a lot of soda water. 
Personally, Tom and I like ginger ale." 
"All right." Shelley spoke carefully, feeling blind anger sputter-
ing in her throat. "All right, all right, all right! 11 She slammed on 
the brakes before Mamie's house, nodded goodbye, and ground the gears 
shifting back into first. Clo got out deliberately, sorting her 
bundles, taking her time. Shelley's fingers drummed on the steering 
wheel. Finally Clo looked up. "That Mamie, 11 she said, 11 she's always 
jealous of me. Why, sometimes I buy twenty-five dollars worth of 
groceries at a time, and you ought to see her face. It turns positively 
green." 
"Twenty-five dollars worth." Shelley smiled. "IIV, what a lot of 
groceries! 11 She slammed into first, drove to her own house next door, 
and lugged the groceries into the kitchen. Inside her the rage was 
still boiling. It exploded when she began unpacking her bundles. "The 
bitches, the jealous, petty little bitches! And all I wanted was a 
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smoked shoulder ! One little smoked shoulder ! " And she sat on the 
kitchen stool, wearily, rubbing her eyes, trying desperately to rub 
away the anger, saying over and over, "I will not become involved. I 
will not do it, I will not, I will not," until the anger was ·gone and 
she felt only a numb, helpless resignation. 
Afternoon set.tled over Mr. Camp1 s little village. Children awoke 
from naps, climbed into overalls, and trampled the neighbor's freshly-
turned flower beds. Mrs. Jasper Dowd of Woodchuck Terrace finally got 
through to her doctor and reported her coming baby's first kick. The 
two other women on her party line listened carefully, and when Mrs. 
Dowd had hung up, discussed for twenty minutes exactly how it had been 
with them and how long they had been in labor. They concluded that Mrs. 
Jasper Dowd would have a miserable time. Her baby would undoubtedly be 
ugly and terribly backward; she would be fortunate if it did not turn 
out to be an absolute Mongolian idiot. And on Pickerel Lane a nerve-
frazzled woman shrieked with joy to find her wedding ring on the 
kitchen window sill, exactly where she'd put it when she'd mixed the 
biscuit dough on the day before, while Mrs. Clarence Tuppler set reading 
the sport page of the HERALD TRIBUNE to her still miserable husband, 
struggling to recover from his lobster poisoning. 
Afternoon drifted in. Mamie Siler decided to forgive Shelley Cousins' 
arrogant "show-off-ness," and Clo Morris received a call from Tom, apolo-
gizing for the fact that he would be late again that evening, but busi-
ness was business, and what could he do about it? Three miles away, in 
his temporary offices, Mr. Edgar J. Camp wandered to the water cooler, 
took a long, satisfying drink, and dreamed of outdoor bar-b-que pits - -
five thousand of them, brick made and cemented by a machine he would 
invent himself. And eight minutes from Zebra Road, at Camptown Depot, 
the water bubbled merrily in the water closet, for Blair Siler had not 
yet come round to fix it. 
Afternoon floated by, and the sun dropped low, and some five thousand 
automatic stoves were switched on while some five thousand wives cooked 
dinner for some five thousand returning husbands. 
For dinner that evening, Don Cousins had porterhouse steak with 
mushroom souce, Chantilly potatoes, fresh garden asparagus, mixed green 
salad with avocados, French bread, Italian Chianti, Camembert cheese, 
and spumoni. He realized that Shelley would naturally make the first 
dinner in their new home a memorable one, but she seemed to have gone a 
little overboard~ He did not quite understand it. 
"Steak," he kept saying. 11 We 1re trying to budget, and it's steak, 
when you know how I feel about smoked shoulder. WQy didn't you get a 
smoked shoulder?" 
"I thought you might like something nice. Our first dinner here, 
and - - " 
"But wine and asparagus and --11 He stared up at the soda bottles 
standing in a row on the cabinet shelf. 11 And soda water, by God 1 What 
are we going to do with soda water?" 
"Put it in drinks, of course, silly." 
"But I always take plain water. And so do you." 
"Well-- maybe somebody will call, and maybe they'll like soda water-" 
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"Maybe they'll like Grande Champagne Cognac, too. Maybe you should 
have gotten that at thirty-seven fifty a bottle •11 
11 I only said that --11 
"If somebody calls they can damn well take plain water the same as I 
do." He shook his head and ate voraciously, not wanting to admit it was 
even better than smoked shoulder, the best meal, in fact, that he'd had 
in over a month-- since the day he left Boston and Shelley's cooking. 
11 I don't get it. 11 That was all he could think to say. "I simply don't 
get it. We're trying to save money, so we .have to eat like we're dining 
out at the· Penthouse Club." 
"All right, darling, all right." Shelley left the table. She went 
into the living-room and flung herself face down on the sofa. "I don't 
care," she sobbed. "I just don't care." 
Don moved after her, sat beside her, stroked her hair and said 
everything was all right. He glanced about the room, brightened, and 
remarked that she certainly had done wonders arranging the furniture 
and all. 
"If it weren't for our wedding presents," Shelley moaned. "They 
stick out like sore thumbs. The best things we own are our wedding 
presents, and they just don't go with the house at all." 
"Don't you worry about that. When we get out there to Bidley, 
Montana, then everything will be - - 11 
11 We ~going." Shelley sat up. 11 We are going, aren't we, Don?" 
11 You can bet your sweet neck we are. 11 
11 And I don 1 t have to compete with anybody? I don 1 t have to get into 
this little old cummuni ty spirit sort of thing?" 
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"Well--" Don stood up. "I've been thinking, honey. A year is a 
long time, after all, an~-- well, I thought maybe I'd buy some shrubs, 
maybe, and build a fence, maybe. Of course it's only temporary, but--
well, we might as well tolerate our neighbors, get along with them and --
well, when in Rome --11 
Shelley did not answer for a full moment. She closed her eyes and 
thought of that horrible shopping trip, and thought, too, that they did 
have to have a decent, attractive home, and they did have to be friendly 
though aloof, neighborly, though not too neighborly. "We'll get used to 
it," she said after a long time. "Eventually, I suppose the place will 
sort of grow on us. 11 _ 
11 Sure, 11 Don encouraged her. "Sure, honey, we'll get used to it, 
all right." He slipped an arm about his wife's waist, and they walked 
slowly back to the kitchen and the rest of the Chianti wine. 
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IT 15 NOI' THE HEAT, BUI' THE HUIIITDITY 
In early July, 1949, the heat was intolerable. It had not rained 
for manY days. In Boston, the temp~rature reached a new high of 101, 
and in some southwestern states, the mercury struggled to 107. There 
was a good deal of conjecture as to which part of the country could boast 
the most miserable conditions. Those people who like to pride themselves 
on the intensity of their personal discomforts (the people in Boston, 
for example), smiled through their moistened eyes with the satisfaction 
that they were two degrees above New York, and those in Topeka found 
some masochistic solace in the fact that Boston had six degrees to go 
in order to get anywhere near thew. 
The exact temperature of Camptown, New York, was not officially 
recorded. An yet , in that early July, Mr. Camp's little village was 
the most unlivable place on earth •. The grass dried up on the rows of 
lawns, and the earth t urned to powder. The sun pressed on the uninsu-
lated roofs, and created such heat in the finished and unfinished second 
floors, that only the hardi est residents dared venture upstairs for 
fear of dying horribly from suffocation. The rows of tiny elms along 
the winding streets drooped their branches and found difficulty in 
creating enough shade for even the smallest sparrows, which had long since 
lost all desire to sing. Sometimes a brave wife ventured into her back-
yard, stripped to halter and shorts, lay quiet basking a moment, then 
staggered indoors for a quick shower and a glass of salt water. And 
occasionally a car wheezed by in the dead, sticky streets, leaving gaso-
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line fumes and dust in a long whirl behind it. Husbands and wives slept 
far apart on the wet, heated sheets, and small children awoke to cry 
fretfully during the airless nights. Dogs lay in the shade of their 
porches, tongues lolling , eyes watering with misery, and even the 
indomitable Mr. Camp was forced to sit quietly in his office, a fan full 
on his face, brooding reluctantly over the way his pants would stick 
when he finally heaved up to stagger once again to the water cooler. 
Summer had taken a fancy to the quiet, graciousness of Mr. Camp's 
little village -- it had decided to take up residence. 
* * * * * 
"Really," Mamie Siler was saying. "Really it's not the heat so 
much as the humidity." She glanced about at her four luncheon guests: 
Shelley Cousins, looking fresh and lovely in a summer print; Clo Morris 
with her round, pretty face and soft eyes and her body that was soft, too, 
and a little plump; Marjorie Little, wearing tortoise shell glasses, 
budgeting her serving of creamed chicken so in the end she would have 
left exactly one forkful of chicken, one of patty shell, and one of peas; 
and Norma Shultz, who merely sat motionless, sweating profusely. Norma 
was short and full-bosomed, though her legs and arms were thin. She was 
long-waisted besides, which made her seem taller sitting down than 
standing up. Her eyes were black and too close together, and she wore her 
hair in a sleek .knot on the back of her head. Now she glanced up and 
caught Mamie's eye. "The humidity?" she said. 
"Yes, Blair says in the Sea-Bees they always drank hot coffee on the 
hottest days. He says it make you hotter inside than outside, so you 
don't mine the heat so much." 
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"That's verJ interesting," Norma said. She picked up her glass and 
twirled it carefully between her fingers. 
"I thought it was • 11 Mamie's voice trailed off as she finished her 
chicken and started in on the salad of creamed cheese and pears. She 
was aware of the awkward silence in the room, broken only by the arguing 
children in the yard outside. But bridge parties always started this 
way, and it was the duty of a good hostess to keep the conversation 
intelligent and sparkling. Mamie decided to get some.thing going with 
Shelley. 11 I always feel," she remarked brightly, "that you've got to 
keep busy on a hot day. It takes your mind off the heat." 
"Yes, I suppose it does." Shelley dabbed at her mouth with a paper 
napkin. She glanced through the picture window at the children playing 
in the yard: Mamie's Bertie; Clo's two girls; the Shultz's boy, 
Herman; Marjorie Little's girl, Marty; and Wendy. She smiled at Wendy 
and decided that she was certainly the prettiest child of all. 
"Speaking of heat," Mamie went on, feeling it was time for a more 
serious discussion, "have you read THE HEAT OF THE DAY by Elizabeth 
Blinker Owen or Dinker Blowen or something like that?" 
"I'm afraid I haven't read it.'' Shelley said. 
"That's all I can do in this heat." Clo raised her eyes to Shelley. 
"Just read. Four books in one week." 
"Detective stories l 11 Mamie snorted. 
"Well, really, Mamie, I am a member of the Readers Guild, you know." 
She knew that Mamie could not afford to be a member of the Guild. As 
usual, she felt quite pleasantly superior. 
'Well, really~' Mamie retorted, slightly deflated, 11 ! do pick my own 
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books. I mean I don 1 t let other people pick them for me •11 
"I guess the people who run the Readers Guild know more about what's 
good than you do." Clo felt she had won. She knew it when Mamie sput-
tered on in the defensive. 
"Elizabeth Goudge's last book? Was that a Readers Guild selection? 
No, it was not. And neither was PEACE OF r~~m. I read that twice, and 
it's terribly inspirational, and I never found one Readers Guild book 
that was anymore inspirational than FOREVER AMBER. Besides, 11 she added 
after a moment, 11 all the more intelligent people belong to the Literary 
Club." 
"Who wants to be inspired?" Clo was feeling smug. 
"Well, I do for one." Mamie glanced at Norma. "What do you think, 
Norma? Don't you think inspirational books are the only constructive 
kind to read? 11 
Norma brightened. "THE ROBE", she said. 
"Yes, by IJ.oyd Douglas." Mamie looked triumphantly at Clo. She 
reminded herself to have Norma Shultz around more often. She was an 
intelligent girl. And sensitive, too. She'd read THE ROBE, and probably 
even some of those deep non-fiction books written by generals and 
reporters, all about Asia a.nd places like that. You couldn't tell about 
Norma.. She was probably quiet because she was so deep. A lot of deep 
people were quiet. Still water runs deep. 
Marjorie smiled jerkily over her glasses. "Our bottom shelf is 
almost full.'' 
"Well," Mamie said condescendingly, "I must admit, Marjorie, that 
you do have the biggest library on the road. All those beautiful books. 
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They must give you so much comfort." 
"They do brighten the room so much. I always thought books were the 
most wonderful decorations." 
"I mean inner comfort. I mean in your soul." 
"Oh ••• 11 Marjorie lowered her eyes. "Really, I haven't had much 
time to read t hem. I thought I'd take a few along when Fred and I go up 
to the Cape next week, but I sort of hate to get them all dirtied up, 
packing and all. And the jackets tear so easily." She glanced up and 
found both Clo and Mamie watching her. "But I ~going to take some along 
all the same, tt she hurried on. "There was one Fred brought home only 
last week. It has a picture of a sailing ship on the jacket, with a 
girl in a very low-cut dress, and this man is holding a sword. I thought 
maybe -- 11 
nwhat' s the name of i t? 11 Clo knew about historical novels. After 
all, she belonged to the Guild. 
"I don't really-- Yes, it was something like SWORD AND JACKET or 
CAP AND GUN or something like that. Anyway," she finished lamely, "it 
looks very interesting, and it's terribly long." 
For a moment there was silence. Shelley was staring into her plate. 
She knew they were watching her, and she knew what was coming and she 
coming and she dreaded it. 
"What about you, Shelley?" It was Mamie. It wa s her hostess. 11 Have I 
you read any good books lately?" 
"I'm afraid I haven't. I'm afraid I don't read much really, and __ n 
"But you must read. Everybody reads." 
"Well --" Shelley coughed and drank her water quickly. "I'll watch 
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the children. If you 111 all do the dishes, I 111 watch the children. 11 
She went out through the picture window and sat in a wooden lawn chair. 
She lit a cigarette and felt the sun blinding her eyes and the heat craw-
ling under her dress. She pulled the chair back to the shade of the house 
and sat motionless, not wanting to move, letting the heat drain all the 
irritation from her breast, letting it soak up all the superiority of her 
mind. 
The trouble with Shelley Cousins was that she'd gone to Wellesley 
and majored in English. Though she did not have an academic mind, she 
was blessed with a certain amount of natural perception, and through 
books she had found a way to become en rapport with people who felt much 
as she did. As her own feelings changed, so did the selection of the 
books she read. 
There'd been that Fitzgerald period, for instance. It had started 
with THE GREAT GATSBY and worked itself right through to THE CRACK-UP. 
During those days (it was right after the war) Shelley had felt that 
she'd been born at the wrong time in history. In her secret heart was a 
girl that no one, not even Don, had ever recognized. She was a furious 
cocktail drinker, a lost soul who talked with brittle carelessness, had 
too many affairs, and drove a Stutz Bear Cat with absolute abandon. It 
was a good life. She had hated giving it up. But somehow it had gone. 
She did not know exactly how or where, only that one day she had come 
across a little book called VIlE BODIES, and _that was the start of her 
Evelyn Waugh period. She and Evelyn lasted a long time together -- from 
the beginning of the war, in fact, right up until 1945, when BRIDESHEAD 
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REVISITED became a best-seller. Then she dropped Evelyn Waugh, and with 
him, the idea that perhaps she should be converted to Catholicism. For 
awhile there, she and Evelyn had had a kind of spiritual affair together. 
They had laughed at the world and had understood each other thoroughly. 
But finally Mr. Waugh had let her down. He had had sufficiently bad 
taste to becaome popular. 
But Shell ey had gone ahead bravely without Eve~n, and in the end 
was glad that he was gone. For there was Virginia Woolf to be discovered, 
and also all of Huxley and Joyce, and finally Norman Douglas' SOUTH WIND. 
She had never really got over SOUTH WIND, as she rarely got over 
any decent book that she happened to read, because she could not find 
where books belonged in her own mind and emotions. Everything changed. 
Always everything changed, and she had never been able to acquire the 
habit of reading nothing but popular fiction for relaxation, like Clo 
Morris, or of reading "inspirational" books and magazine poems like Mamie, 
or of just collecting books to fill a case like Marjorie Little. Somehow 
books had worked their way into her very being, like food or drink or 
love or sex. They made up a part of her, and until she was able to 
straighten out exactly what she should read and how she should react, she 
would still remain a person without any permanent literary convictions, 
and without sufficient academic knowledge to keep everything catalogued 
in an orderly fashion. 
people discuss books. 
That was why she could not bear to hear other 
Not because they were stupid, but because they 
were wonderfully sure in their own minds. "Everyone to his own taste." 
Only Shelley Cousins had no taste that seemed to be her very unchanging 
own, and therefore Shelley Cousins could not enter a book discussion over 
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excellent creamed chicken and a rather dull salad. To her, in her fashion, 
books were important. She did not like it to be that way, but there it 
was, and there was nothing she could do about it. 
"We're through with the dishes, and if you'd like to play the first 
rubber -- 11 Mamie came out to the yard and stood beside Shelley's chair. 
She leaned against the house and sighed. "God, this heat! And me preg-
nant besides! 11 Then neither of them spoke. They watched the children 
and thought their own thoughts. Wendy had taken off her dress and was 
sitting in the wading pool, wearing nothing but a pair of panties. The 
Shultz boy was amusing her. He was seven, _ the oldest of all the children, 
and he treated Wendy with a great brotherly interest. 
boy •11 
11 He 1 s very nice," Mamie said. That Herman Shultz is a very nice 
11 Yes, I suppose so. 11 
"So is Norma, don't you think? Even if she is--" 
"Yes, she's very nice." 
Mamie glanced at Shelley suspiciously. She could not decide whether 
Shelley was agreeing because it was hot and unimportant, or whether she 
was covering up the fact that she did not like the Shultzes at all. 
"Well," she said, "about the bridge --" 
"You go ahead, Mamie." 
"Well -- 11 She turned and went back into the house. Shelley watched 
her. She saw the four women sit down at the bridge table. She saw Mamie's 
living-room for the first time as a complete whole, an entity, a room 
where people lived and where four women were now about to play a rubber 
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of bridge. The room belonged to Mamie Siler. It was Mamie Siler. The 
rock maple furniture, the worn scatter rugs, the sign over the fireplace 
that read, "Welcome to our home11 • And, like Mamie Siler, it was comfor-
table, it was honest, it was real enough. But now, today, in this un-
bearable heat, Shelley had no interest in Mamie or her house or any of 
these bridge-playing women. She had tried, as she'd promised Don she 
would. She'd learned to like them-- all of them. But still she had 
been unable to fit herself into the general scheme of things -- into the 
thousands of houses all the same, into the social life that consisted of 
watching children, and talking about popular fiction and husbands and the 
price of groceries. She wanted to fit. She wanted to be like ~fumie, 
easy-going, content, resigned. That was the word -- resigned. But she 
still had Ned's letter about Bidley, Montana. She still had that feeling 
of temporariness, and she still felt that she was, after all, Shelley 
Cousins, an individual person who might someday live an individual life. 
Bertie splashed water on Marty, and Marty cried. Herman Shultz 
laughed, but did not take his eyes away from Wendy. Shelley stood up 
and comforted Marty. When the child stopped crying, she straightened 
and looked down between the rows of houses. In each back yard was a 
revolving clothes pole. On each line were sheets, shirts, brassieres, 
slips, and children's playclothes. They hung limp in the unmoving air. 
They had no personality, showed nothing of the people who wore them--
probably, she thoug~ because there was really not much to know. If 
someone looked at her own clothesline, he would see sheets and shirts 
and brassieres and children's playclothes. It would tell him nothing. 
There would not really be much to know. 
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Shelley started. She felt something close to terror. She felt 
trapped in the backyard of one ti~ house among four thousand in the 
middle of Westchester County, New York, USA. She felt suddenly that she 
did not exist at all in any sense that made even the slightest bit of 
difference. None of them existed. They were just -- 11 nice young kids. 11 
She shook her head and started back toward her chair. Next door a car 
motor turned over, and she saw Clarisse McDermot run down the front walk 
and get into the Buick beside her husband. She had met the McDermots. 
They were nice young kids, who were not working today. The McDermots, 
those nice young kids, had taken the afternoon off. They were going away 
somewhere in their Buick to look around in the outside world. Now where 
in the outside world could they possibly be going on such a hot July 
afternoon, with neither of them working? Jenney was in her play yard, 
and they'd closed the front door, so probably --
Shelley bit down on her damp lower lip. She did not care where the 
McDermots were going. She did not care where anyone was going or where 
anyone had been. Only herself and Don, and they had been to Natick, 
outside Boston, and they were going to Bidley, Montana. She sat down 
again and closed her eyes and made herself alone in the cool Montana air. 
But far away she could hear the fading purr of the McDermots' car. So 
she lay in the Montana air, free, individual, with a place in the sun, 
and she wondered, hating herself, despising herself, where a Buick auto-
mobile was carrying a couple of nice young kids, who lived on Zebra Road 
in a housing development that was no different from a thousand others 
except in size, location and the mind of Mr. Edgar J. Camp. 
* * * * * 
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"You don't act anyway at all," Henry was saying. 1'Nhen he asks you 
a question, just answer it honestly. But don't dramatize yourself. He 
won't be able to tell ~nything if you dramatize yourself." 
"But it isn't as though I'm crazy, you know. I mean I'm just going 
to be a normal person telling him about things that happen to me, and 
he won't be seeing them happen." 
" Maybe they will happen. Maybe you'll have a thing right there in 
his office." 
Clarisse laughed. She knew a doctor's office was the last place 
she would ever have a 11 thing11 • She felt, in fact, that this entire trip 
to the doctor's was a foolish waste of time. In the first place, he 
wasn't a psychiatrist. (Just a friend of Henry's, whom they both knew 
from the war.) And in the second place, even if he did know what was 
the matter with her, there probably wasn't much he could do about it. 
Henry knew what she was thinking. He drove slowly, across the 
Bronx, turning it over carefully in his mind. 11 He 1 s a friend of ours, 
Clarisse. I thought it would be easier to talk with a friend." 
11 0h, I'll talk with him. · We'll have a nice chat about how people 
have babies, which has got nothing to do with us, and then we'll go out 
and have a drink. It will make a pleasant afternoon. 11 
11 All right, Clarisse. 11 He fell silent. So did she. She stared 
through the window at the city that was only suburbs now, but grew more 
thickly settled at every crossing. 
11 Did you fill Jenney's water pan?" She glanced up anxiously at 
Henry. "Did you remember before we left?" 
"Yes, I remembered." He was irritated. 
"I only wondered --11 
"I told you I remembered. 11 He stepped a little harder on the 
accelerator. 
Clarisse looked away out the window. She knew what Henry thought 
that her "things" had something to do with Jenney. And she knew what 
she thought, too -- that they also had somethj_ng to do with Henry himself, 
although for the life of her, she did not know exactly how. He was sweet. 
He was faithful (or if not, she didn't know about it), and he was trying 
desperately to keep their relationship fresh and young and wonderful, 
the way it had been in the very beginning. Most men didn't try. They 
settled back and read the sport page of their paper and let their wives 
do the cooking, whereas Henry took her to dinner two or tP~ee times a 
week, took her to clubs, the theatre -- exactly as he'd done during the 
war on their short furious moments together. The only difference was 
that now she had "things", and now the war was over and they lived in 
Camptown instead of some Manhattan hotel. Yet the trouble was still with 
Henry. Somehow, someway, . the trouble lay with Henry. 
New York was a brick furnace. The air was thick and soot-fi+led, 
and the people trudged slowly along the pavements, their heads down, 
collars loos~ned, wrinkled coats slung over their arms. Even the traffic 
moved more slowly, and the traffic police, standing full in the sun with 
their black shirts and black ties and black hats, lifted their arms 
slowly with great effort, be.ckoned the crawling traffic with numb indiffer-
ence. 
The Buick moved slowly. The sun beat on the steel roof. It baked 
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the hood, threatened to fade the polished black paint. The ventilators 
were wide open, and the sticky air swirled through the car, carrying 
grit and smoke and the gasoline smells of the city. 
Henry parked in a lot just west of Sixth Avenue. He rolled up the 
window and began walking East on 50th. Clarisse walked beside him. 
Each step was a major effort. She felt hot and dizzy, and finally 
Henry clutched her arm between his fingers. 
"It will leave a spot, Henry. Your fingers are damp and --11 
"To hell with that l We 1 re late already. To hell with the spot l 11 
Dr. Samuel Link was tall and thin and sandy-haired. He shook hands 
with Henry and touched Clarisse's fingers. He motioned to two cool 
leather chairs, waited for them to sit, then dropped into the swivel 
chair behind his desk. 11It 1 s been a long time •11 He smiled weakly. 
11 'Frisco, wasn't it? Forty-four?" 
"Those were the days." Henry wiped his face with a handkerchief. 
"We had a room together in the Fairmont. Remember? Then Clarisse came 
on from New York, and she and I moved to the Mark." 
"I remember. 11 
"That dinner in Chinatown. Eight courses and four kinds of wine. 
We had to pra.ctically carry Clarisse back up the hill, and all the time 
she kept yelling that we were strange men trying to attact her." Henry 
laughed. It was a good memory. Awkard at the time, but now in retro-
spect, an exceedingly funny picture. He laughed loud, then dropped his 
eyes and noticed Sam tapping a pencil on the desk, looking at Clarisse 
from under his eyelids. He was not even smiling. 
"Well," Henry said. 11Well -- n 
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There was silence. Sam's pencil tapped, and Clarisse's fingers 
twi sted together into a white knot, the blue veins showing on the backs 
of her hands. 
"I suppose --11 Henry dropped his voice. "I suppose we should get 
on with it. 11 He glanced at Clarisse. He sighed, drew a deep breath. 
"Well, Sam--" And he went on with it, slowly, carefully, speaking in 
a flat, even voice. He said that these "things" had started right after 
the war. He said they were kind of blank periods, that Clarisse could 
talk, walk, eat, but only in a vague, unthinking way, as though she were 
a little drunk, as though she were off somewhere else and only her body 
moved in reality. 
Sam said nothing . He tapped his pencil and watched Clarisse, watched 
her black, lowered eyes, her trembling , twisting hands, her dark, flowing 
hair, and her body that was tired now, but handsome and firm and immensely 
desirable. Finally he cleared his throat. "I'm no psychiatrist, Hank. 
You know that, Hank. Obstetrics. It's not psychiatry." 
"Sure, I know." 
Sam looked at Clarisse. "When did all this start?" 
"Why, after the --" 
11 No ••• way back. Way way back." 
"Well, I -- I remember having them before , but I don't remember just 
when. I really don't --" 
"But t hey have happened before -- in childhood, perhaps?ll 
11 Yes ••• I think so." 
11 And how do you feel now? Right this minute? 11 
"Al l right *" 
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" You 're nervous? 11 
"Yes." 
"But clear? Just nervous? 11 
"Yes, just nervous •11 
Sam swung about in his chai.r, opened a drawer, drew out a bottle of 
small white pills, and dropped some in an envelope. He l£oked the flap 
and sealed it. "When you're nervous, take a couple. Not more than two. 
Pheno-barbital. You have to be careful. Only when you're nervous. Only 
two." 
"I understand." Clarisse took the envelope and dropped it in her 
purse. She noticed that her fingers had left a damp spot on the white 
paper. She snapped the purse shut quickly, looked up, and found the 
doctor offering her a cigarette. She smiled and he lit it for her. 
Sam shook out the match. "Obviously," he said, "obviously, I can't 
tell you what particular business causes these periods. Depression, of 
course, but what, particularly, I don't know, and if I did, if I guessed, 
I probably wouldn't tell you anyway. It's none of my business." 
11 Say what you like." Henry lit a cigarette for himself. "Let's 
get it straight, Sam." 
11 I don't think there's anything serious the matter with Clarisse. 
It could be something wrong with her brain waves, but I don't think so. 
I've seen men like this in the war. She's learned a trick, that's all. 
When she's depressed, unhappy, upset, angry, she retreats from reality. 
When everything is all right again, she returns. Drinking helps. It 
weakens her will power. Liquor makes a phoney world to begin with, so 
drinking makes it easier to drop into what you call a thing. The same 
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is true with being over-tired. Anything that weakens resistance." 
"But why?" Henr·•J tipped ashes from his cigarette. "Vihy'l That's 
what I want to know ••• Why?" 
"I'm no psychiatrist, Hank. And I'm not sure it makes any difference 
why. If we did know what event in childhood, what subconscious struggle 
went on in Clarisse that gave her this ability to withdraw from reality, 
we might (or rather. a psychiatrist might) be able to stop it. Tempor-
arily •11 
"Temporarily?" 
"Eventually something else would come up and she'd use the trick 
all over again for some other reason, just as she's done since childhood. 
So the particular why, or rather how is no too important. The main thing 
is not to let it frighten you. Talk about it, look at it objectively. 
Then, no matter what comes along, you can always lick it. You can lick 
it?" He looked at Clarisse. "When you fight very hard, you ~ lick it?" 
She nodded. "But it's hard. It's terribly hard." 
"After awhile it won't be any trouble at all. Then it won't even be 
there to fight." He stood up. "Go to a psychiatrist, if you like. He'll 
probe around and find a specific original cause and thereby eliminate the 
original motive and thereipre the original thing. But I'm not sure he 
can cure her ability to have these things. She's learned that, and she'll 
have to unlearn it by herself. 11 
"I see ••• 11 
"In a way, you're a lucky girl, Clarisse." He smiled ironically. 
"Most of us have to bear up under our troubles. You can get away from 
yours. You've got a safety valve. It protects you from breaking down 
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completely. Hank might crack-up someday all at once, but you won't. 
You've learned to let off steam a little at a time." 
She laughed nervously. "I'm very lucky." 
"Not more than two pheno-barbitals. Only when you're nervous." 
"Yes 
" ••• 
"Fight it. Don't worry about it. It could be serious if you don't 
fight it. If you do, I'm pretty sure you can lick it." 
11 I 1 11 lick it," Clarisse said. ":L really will, I really will." 
Then they were all shaking hands and Henry said it was good to see 
old Sam again after all this time. He said they should get together for 
a drink. Sam should come out to the house, see their dog sometime. 
"You don't have children?" Sam asked. 
11 No ••• 11 
"Clarisse works'? You save money to go out a lot? 11 
"Well -- if you put it that way." 
111 see ••• 11 
"What do you see, Sam?" 
"Nothing. I just see." 
Henry laughed. 11! 111 never forget that 'Frisco. The best town 
I've ever been in. Market Street. Remember that, Sam? Pub crawling 
along Market, up to the St. Francis, over to Oakland, God, I won't ever 
forget l Remember, Sam? Remember?" 
"I remember." Sam was looking straight at him But he was not 
smiling. His eyes were narrowed and he was thinking his own thoughts. 
Out on the steaming pavements, Henry and Clarisse walked slowly, 
not touching. Clarisse said, "I knew all that anyway. I knew it all the 
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time." But Henry was still on Market Street. Sailors staggered by and 
saluted. "Afternoon, Captain." They looked at his girl and whistled 
and thougbtthe flyers always got the best dames. They went on down the 
street, wishing they were flyers, too, riding high in the wild blue youder. 
And Henry went on his own jaunty way, owning the town, every street, 
every restaurant, every hotel. Owning everything -- the girl, the Oak 
Leaf Clusters, the Air Medal, the air over Germany, the air he breathed, 
the air he lived in, the world he fought for, mignt die for, and himself 
above all. He owned himself-- Captain Henry McDermot, USAF. He owned 
himself. 
"Henry ••• 11 
Whispers of love in the Palace Hotel. That night it was filled up, 
but the clerk gave us a display room for the night, and we awoke in each 
others arms, naked, lying on a sheet-covered table like a mortuary. We 
had Alexanders for breakfast, and met Walter Winchell in the bar. 
"Henry ! 11 
Went down to Hollywood and got invited to a cocktail party with 
Ida Lupino, and-- and-- and--. Henry McDermot stopped walking on 
Market Street. He leaned against the hot stones of the International 
Build:tng at Rockefeller Center, New York City, N.Y. He was hot. He 
was thirsty, dying of thirst. 
"I'd like a long drink, Henry. The English Grill is right down-
stairs, and --" 
"Sure, a drink. I'm dying of the heat." 
'rhe cold air of the English Grill drj_ed the sweat on their backs, 
cooled their face~. They sat near the square cement floor, open now in 
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summer, with umbrellas over each table, with tourists seated bravely in 
the sun. They looked out at the tourists. They watched the water that 
tumbled into the big trough. 
Henry's eyes searched the room, located Paul Whiteman seated alone 
at a corner table • He leaned toward Clarisse • ''There 1 s Paul Whi ternan." 
"Listen, Henry II 
11 0ver at the corner table. All alone." 
"I don't see what good it did to come way in to the city in all this 
heat just to be told -'' 
"Don 1 t you even want to see him? 11 
"Yes, yes I suppose." She turned slowly, glanced at Whiteman, then 
back to Henry, who was scanning the room once more, who was thinking that 
once upon a time they would have gone right over and sat down with Paul 
whiteman himself. They would have struck up .a conversation, and maybe 
even gone out with him for a drink. Of course he'd been a flyer then. 
He'd been a little younger then. 
"The waiter came and they ordered two Gin Rickeys. 11 He's new," 
Henry said. 11 So are all the bartenders. They've changed them all since 
we were here last -- since the war. 11 
"I don't know, Henry. I don't feel like we're getting anywhere at 
all." 
"Of course we're getting somewhere. Wh~t do you mean we're not 
getting anywhere?" 
"I don't know. I -- I feel old or something. I -- 11 
"You're twenty-six. My God, you think that's old? Twenty-six?" 
"I feel a hundred. I feel once I was twenty and now I 1 m a hundred~ 11 
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"You're crazy, honey! You're nuts l 11 His voice hung there over the 
table. He saw Clarisse wince, and he was glad when the waiter came with 
the drinks anc there was something to concentrate on, something to do 
with his hands, something to stir and look at and taste and think about. 
Perhaps two minutes passed -- two minutes of silence, while they 
drank and smoked and let their eyes flit carelessly over the actors and 
agents, the editors and musicians and advertising men of New York's 
special world -- that special world of easy talk, of easy money and easy 
drinks and easy ulcers. And it was then that Tom Morris came in. He 
was dressed in a gray palm beach suit and carried a Panama hat. Beside 
him was a woman in her early thirties, red-haired, wearing low sandals 
and a long peasant skirt and a jersey that fitted tight. Tom saw the 
McDermots as he entered. He touched the woman's arm, and came toward 
them through the tables. 
11 Hi, Henry, Hi, Clarisse. 11 He introduced the woman, Doris Womer, 
interior decorating editor for BEAtiTIFUL HOME. She smiled and her teeth 
were white and even. They were immaculately well-kept, like her eyebrows, 
like her lashes, like her make-up and fingernails, and the way she moved 
and sat and rested an elbow on the table. She spoke with a slight Brit-
ish accent. 11 Pleased to meet you, 11 and she drank a gin and quinine with 
her long fingers curled delicately around the glass. 
Henry hunched his shoulders. He felt awkward with Tom Morris. He 
always had. He supposed he always would. There was something about 
the way Tom looked at Clarisse, something about the way he ignored Henry, 
as though Henry did not matter, as though Clarisse did not matter either 
except that she was a woman. From the corner of his eye he could see 
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Clarisse, watching Tom, her eyes narrowed a little -- in contempt, he 
thought -- in scorn, he thought, with a bothersome touch of admiration. 
Henry sipped his drink. He kept his voice casual. "There 1 s Paul Whiteman 
over there in the corner." 
"So ••• ?11 Tom was glancing about the room. He raised a hand, 
waved to a gray-haired man in a seer-sucker suit. 
with B.B.D. and o. Nat Waite. Good fellow, Nat." 
"Account executive 
He said it easily. 
It made Nat importand and it made himself improtant. It made them both 
just a little more important than Paul Whiteman, who sat alone at a corner 
table. 
Henry held his glass tight in the palm of his hand. Clarisse's 
eyes were wide open now. They were actually friendly. Henry noticed, 
and spoke carefully, deliberately into the red anger of his own mind. 
"That Tom Morris was a lieutenant in the artillery. He was a stinking 
lieutenant in the artillery and a second "louie" at that ~ " 
* * * * * 
"Really, Tom, I think we should take a cab. 11 Doris Womer stood back 
in the doorway of the International Building. She looked cool, unwilted 
and fresh, as though she'd just stepped out of a shower. 
"All right, we'll take a cab." Tom moved off to the corner and 
waited. He could feel Doris' eyes on his back, and suddenly he wished 
she were not there, were not watching him, had not suggested they go out 
for a drink in the first place. He did not know exactly why he felt that 
way, when he'd been enthusiastic in the beginning, only two hours before. 
Maybe he was tired. Maybe she bored him. Or maybe it was Clarisse. He 
did not understand Clarisse McDermot, and ye t he knew she was not like 
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other women. There was an exciting intensity about her. Also, she had 
regarded him there in the English Grill with a straightforwardness that 
had been immensely disturbing, even a little annoying. 
A cab slowed and Doris moved out from the shade of the building. 
Her sandals slid soundlessly on the pa~ement. Tom noticed that her 
toe-nails were painted, too. He guessed she'd be able to walk barefoot 
without getting the b?ttoms of her feet dirty. 
In the cab Doris leaned back, sighed, and lit a cigarette. She used 
a black holder with a gold tip. "I don't know," she said between puffs. 
"They ought to let us out these afternoons. It's murder, that's what 
it is. Murder." 
"It's four already. Only an hour to go." 
"I'd leave right now except I've disappeared early so many after-
noons, I don't like the idea of being found out." Then suddenly she 
stopped talking. She glanced warily at Tom, wondering why she had 
confided in him like this, why she, an actual editor, should be talking 
like this to a space salesman, and a new one at that, and a young one 
at that, and a terribly fresh one at that. 
Tom knew what she was thinking . But he said nothing, for he knew 
even better than she whyshe had confided, and what, in the end, might 
come of it. 
"Tom ••• 11 Doris puller at her lower lip. "About October. With 
the fall and all, I've been thinking about something to do with terraces. 
You know people don't use their terraces much after the summer, and really 
they should, because fall's about the nicest time of all. Ever,rbody loves 
to get out to a football game, breathe the crisp air and all that, but 
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still they won't go out in their own backyards." 
"So .," •• It 
"So why not feature the idea of an outdoor television set'? You place 
it on your terrace, bundle up, take a flask out with you, and watch the 
football games on Saturday afternoons. The atmosphere is there. Every-
thing ." 
"Didn't you use television in June? Wasn't it a cover feature?" 
"I know, but this is entirely new. The flavor of football with 
none of the inconveniences of crowds • . Just like there's summer lawn 
furniture, why not fall terrace furniture? Benches, maybe and maybe even 
a miniature scoreboard and --" 
"I think it's a little hungry," Tom said. "If you ask me, the whole 
magazine is a little hungry." 
"Well --11 
11 But what 1 s it got to do with me anyway? I 1m not in editorial. 
Strictly a fourth floor man. Hardly ever go up to five." 
11 But you 1 re a man, Tom, and --" Her voice faded off. Tom glanced 
at her and knew they were moving ahead now, he and Doris, and it would 
cost money that he could not put down on his expense account. 
"Besides ••• 11 Doris looked directly at him. "Noonan is getting --
well --11 
"I know •11 
"He missed an account. He was too drunk to handle i t. 11 
11 I didn 1 t know you knew. 11 
"The grapevine. It gets upstairs, too, you know." 
"I see, 11 Tom said. "Yes, I see." 
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"Do you, Tom?" 
11 Yes, I see." 
The cab pulled up at Park and 53rd, where they got out and walked 
toward the high modern building that housed BEAUTIFUL HOME. Tom Morris 
saw, all right. Perfectly. It was in the scheme of things to come. 
Joe Noonan getting -- 11well11 --. He'd known that from the dey Joe had 
bungled the Ben Stumper Brite-lite add, when he'd had to pull it out of 
the fire himself. 
They got into the elevator and moved upward, standing side by side, 
both facing front. Doris said, 11You could buy me a drink, Tom." 
"Could I? 11 
"Yes, you could. In a couple of hours or so." 
He looked directly at her. "All right, baby, I'll buy you a drink." 
Then he turned and walked down to his off ice. He passed Joe Noonan's 
open door, looked in, and waved. 11 Howdie ,Joel 11 
"How'sl.t going , Tom?" There were circles under Joe's eyes. His 
hand trembled when he waved. 
"Fine, Joe. It 1 s going fine •11 Tom went on to his office, took off 
his coat, and sat down behind his desk. His mind was not clear. There 
was too much in it, too many conflicting thoughts and confused emotions. 
There was Clarisse McDermot, for one thing. They were as different, he 
and Clarisse, as any two people could possibly be. They were poles apart. 
Yet still he brooded about her. Still he resented her being married to 
a clerk in a haberdashery. A bog blonde jerk who drove a Buick and looked 
out of place in the Buick and out of place in the English Grill and an;y--
where else he happened to be. So there was Clarisse and there was also 
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Doris Womer. She had influence. Quite a bit. She was the kind of woman 
it might pay to patronize. 
He picked up his phone. Doris' voice was still cool, still affec-
ted, still pleasant. 11 0h, hello, Tom." 
11 About five." 
11 Yes, of course. I thought we'd already planned --11 
"I w~nted to make it definite, that's all." 
Doris laughed. It meant everything. Then she hung up. 
Tom sat motionless, staring at the phone. Finally he picked it 
up again and began dialling slowly, automatically, thinking that someday 
perhaps he could explain this business to Clo. Perhaps someday she would 
understand. 
"Hello ••• n He moved his lips closer to the phone. "Hello, C,lo, 
honey. I know it's late to tell you this, but, well, business is busi-
ness, you know. Just one thing after another, and it's work again 
tonight. But you know why, don't yo~ honey? To get you out of that dump. 
To get us that place in Connecticut and take it easy for awhile. Just 
you and me and the kids. But right now, it's just work, work, work. 
Just plain, tiresome work If ••• 
* * * * * 
Blair Siler was born:.: in Indiana farm country, and had learned, since 
boyhood, that a man equipped with tools, a man who knows well how to use 
them, can be at peace with himself and God. Blair knew how to use tools. 
He collected them as some people collect stamps or buttons or match box 
covers. Also, he collected wood, broken car springs, washers, rusty nails, 
odd bits of linoleum, packing boxes, orange crates, gravel, iron pipe, 
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string, chain, and sash weights. The neighbors jokingly referred to him 
as "the junk man", a term which Blair neither resented nor encouraged. 
He knew, whether anyone else did or not, that string, pieces of wood, 
short lengths of iron pipe, and broken pieces of plaster board came in 
handy at unforeseen moments. He knew, also, that such items were ex-
pensive when purchased new, and completely out of reach when ordered with 
a carpenter or plu_mber to go along with them. Blair was his own carpen-
te~ his own plumber, gardener, electrician, and automobile mechanic. 
His services were required regularly by commuters with stalled automo-
bile engines and wives with leaky kitchen faucets. Blair Siler could 
do anything, and more than that, he could do it with an ease, a savoir 
faire that made it all appear ve~ simple, and had brought shame and 
envy to the hearts of many a resident of Camptown, whose greatest 
mechanical triumph was the ability to string the lights on a Christmas 
tree. 
Blair Siler was the handy man for Zebra Road. But beneath the 
surface Blair Siler, down in his yearning self, was another man who dreamed 
of bigger things than leaking faucets or tapping engines. Blair had been 
a Chief Petty Officer in the Sea Bees. All during the war he had built 
bridges and air bases, and all during the war he had dreamed of returning 
to Indiana to a farm of his own-- a farm littered with machine~ and 
enough land to keep it on. Then somehow he had met Mamie on a leave in 
Buffalo, and somehow they had married and had a child and the war had 
ended and Mamie had convinced him that a man's future lay in New York 
City, where people cared something for the niceties that Blair had always 
scorned. They had moved to Camptown. Blair had found a job with a tool 
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and dye company in Queens. He was a good worker, not exactly white collar, 
not exactly laborer, but a man who wore a tie with a flannel shirt, who 
could carry a lunch pail if he chose, or could eat in restaurants if he 
preferred. Paradoxically, Blair refused the lunch pail because New York 
was Rome, and it gave him a sense of belonging to make one concession to 
the white-collared Romans. ·still and all, Blair dreamed of his Indiana 
farm, and sometimes, in his darker moments, he remembered the story of 
the farm boy who had saved all his money to go to the city to earn 
enough money to buy a farm in the country. 
Blair, then, was not particularly content, not exactly discontent. 
He remembered the old days of barn raisings and foundation diggings, and 
whenever he was free from putting up storm windows or stringing a neigh-
bor's clothes line, he went ahead with the two largest projects he had 
yet been able to conceive -- building a garage and finishing the second 
floor of his house. The garage, except for painting, was finished. (Or 
rather finished as much as it ever would be, since Blair always petered 
out at the end of a task, leaving the last nail undriven, the last window 
pane unputtied) It had cost exactly fourteen dollars and eighty-seven 
cents, money Blair considered squandered because he had overlooked certain 
vital odds and ends during his forays about public dumps. Yet it was the 
only garage on Zebra Road. Also, as anyone would attest, it would outlast 
all of Mr. Camp's little houses. It would outlast the poured concrete 
walls, the sills bolted to the foundations, the copper flashing on valleys, 
and the lead flashing on chimneys. It would outlast the wood gutters 
with Tiler metal downspouts and leaders, the Larkin oil burners and cir-
culating hot water, the recessed radiators, the fully tiled bathrooms, 
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the Abercrombie copper water pipe and brass fittings, the Harris Brass 
and All-'rite electric fixtures, the Thompson Lovel7~are for all plumbing 
fixtures ; the revolving closets, the linoleum floors , ·t,he wood-burni.r..g 
fir places and labor-saving kitchens, the all-steel Lacy cabinets, the 
vmsf..in.s machines and ral'l{.;es, and even the memory of Mr. Edgar J. Camp 
himself • . In exactly fifty years, perhaps -. in exact~ 2000 A.D. Camp-
town, New York, would be a f l at waste , a desolate crumbled heap of dttst 
and bathroom fixtures , with only one small structure still intact -
Blair Siler 's garage, standing defiantly as a monument to twentieth 
cent ur,r architecture . 
" Oh1 yes,'' Mamie said, ''Blair builds everything himsel f• This will 
be the children t s room, nnd this other one , i th the chimney ru.nnir,g 
through will be a study. Blair's going to build bookcases around the 
chimney and do it all in knotty pine boards that he's picked up here and 
there • It ~ ill make a wonderful den. 11 Mamie paused, wonder1.ng for a 
moment exactly wh~t a den was for, and e~~ctly ~here the books ;era 
coming from to put around the chimney. Then she shrugged, started to 
sa;r sometlu :ng a.bout how wonderful and talented her husband was , then 
decided to let ·it go unsaid, She knew how · ·onderful he was1 and she knew 
- -
that his speciai talents were re~ll7 quite marvelous. But to artimtlate 
that knowledge to four othe:r doubting women would be all but impossible . 
"Well, " she aaid. 11 He • s about fini shed ar~;J a.y . 11 And then; because it was 
hot upstairs, Mamie and her l u.ncheon guests trooped dOWll again to the 
living room. 
The telephone rang a moment .later, It was Clo' a ring, She picked 
up the reccivel' , li.stened to Tom's voice going on about business , going 
---=-~~r===============================================~====== 
on about work, work, work, and then she hung up, smiled brightly, and 
said, 11Poo'r Tom l He does have to work so hard. But the way we feel, 
the way Tom and I feel, the more money we can make now, the sooner we 
can leave this dump." She laughed with gat confidence, and, smiling 
bitterly, turned her back. There was dead silence in the room, the kind 
of awkward silence that creeps in when someone mentions the fact that a 
neighbor's child is technically a bastard. Everybody may know it, but 
nobody ever talks about it. 
Shelley broke the silence. She said, 11 It 1 s been lovely, Mamie, but 
I expect Don's already home wondering where I am, and dinner isn't even 
started." She moved to the backyard and stoodquiet a moment, watching 
Wendy. The Shultz' boy was still amusing her. He'd flung a brotherly 
arm around Wendy's shoulders. 
"He's really a very affectionate child." Mrs. Norma Shultz smiled 
in her shy, crooked way, and Shelley nodded and took Wendy's hand and 
started across the street. Clo and her two children walked beside her. 
Mamie waved from the doorway, and Marjorie Little went down the street 
to the house next door, walking in that careful way of hers, as though 
she were trying to cross a pond covered wi t h dangerously thin ice. 
"I see Don isn't home yet. 11 Clo was still smiling . It was nice to 
know that Tom wasn't the only one who would be late. "Here comes Blair 
and Fred I,i ttle, walking. Didn 1 t they go with Don this morning? 11 
11 Yes ••• 11 Shelley waited until the two men were close, thinking to 
ask them about Don, then changed her mind, said goodbye to Clo, and 
started toward her house. 
"Aren't you going to ask them about Don? 11 Clo was watching her. 
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11Why should I --? 11 
11 I would, if I were you." 
Shelley turned slowly and looked at Clo Morris. The girl was not 
smiling now. She really meant it. She, Clo Morris, would worry about 
Don, if he happened to be her husband instead of Shelley's. Shelley 
laughed and turned away. 
Clo Morris went up the walk and into her house. She took the 
children into the living-room, then went back to the kitchen and poured 
herself a stiff drink. She said to herself, 11 This dump, this dump, this 
dump, this dump 1 And they were all shocked because they have to like it 
beca~se they won't ever leave. They have to fix over their upstairs and 
they have to build garages. But we don't because we're going to leave. 
Tom makes more money than any of them and Tom has more ambition than all 
of them put together, and Tom will get us out of here. He'll get us to 
Oak Knoll Ridge, and he 1 11 get me an English car and we 1 11 live where 
people don't have creamed chicken at luncheon parties." 
She swallowed the drink fast and poured another. She did not drink 
much, . Clo Morris, but somehow, now, she felt nervous and restless and a 
little jealous. Tom was not coming home, and neither was Don Cousins. 
Neither was Don Cousins ••• Suddenly she put down her glass. She had 
been looking out the window. She had been watching the Cousins' house, 
and she had not been thinking so much about Tom, her own husband, as 
about --
* * * * * 
Don squirmed uneasily on the straight-back chair, waiting with a 
certain reluctant awe for the great man to turn slowly from the water 
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cooler, to walk with sure, buoyant steps acr.oss the room. He drew out a 
cigarette, put it between his lips, then snatched it away when Mr. Camp 
swung sharply and strode back to his desk. 
"Hot l" Mr. Camp said. "Can't get enough water. Just too damn 1 d 
hot l" He glanced up at Don. "Now as you were saying --" 
"About the arbor-vitae bushes, :M..r. Camp. The men came and filled in 
the ditch in our front lawn, all right, and the water's connected, and 
they've even planted the grass. But --11 
11 But still no arbor-vitae bushes?" 
"No, sir." 
"And you like arbor-vitae? Every other house has got two arbor-
vitae·, but you haven't got any, so you feel cheated concerning arbor-vitae?ll 
"No, sir, not exactly cheated, but --11 
11 Now look, Mr. -- 11 
"Cousins. Donald Cousins." 
"Yes ••• Now, look Cousins. I want you to feel cheated. Understand? 
Why? Because I want you to go home and tell the little wife that you 
spoke to Mr. Camp himself in person, and he agreed you were cheated and 
he promised to send those two arbor-vitae over right away. That's good 
business, Cousins. It means you get what you want, and it means that maybe 
in a year, when your lease runs out, you'll buy that house." 
"Well, we're going West, Mr. Camp. Out to Montana, and--" 
"Montana ! 11 Mr. Camp moved to the water cooler, took another long 
drink, crushed the paper cup in his hand, then whirled suddenly and faced 
the young man before him. "You're in insurance, Cousins. Right?" 
11 Yes, sir." 
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"Cousins, I was in bariking once myself. I got out. I'm a self-made 
man and I'm proud of it. Even if I did go to Yale. Don't believe that, 
do you? Well, I did, and I managed to escape their la-de-da ways while I 
was about it, too. Oh, they trapped me, .all right. Got me into a bank 
and almost fooled me, too, before I caught on to myself and started this 
little town. 11 
"Well, I'm not really interested in - 11 
"You're interested in making money, aren't you? 11 It was a direct 
question. 
Don gave it a direct answer. "I don 1 t know •11 
"You don't know? 11 
"I guess -- well, I guess I 1m interested in a good life more than 
anything else." 
"I see •• •" Mr. Camp sat down again. 11 I see." He wiped the sweat 
from his forehead and puckered his lips and ran a hand over his balding 
head. "Cousins, they said I couldn't build this town. They wouldn't 
give me lumber, the unions wouldn't. Know what I did? Bought my own 
forest and cut my own trees. They wouldn't give me sand. I bought a 
pit and trucked my own. 11 He stood up slowly and leaned far over the 
desk. "I did that, Cousins, because I wanted to make a place in the 
world for young veterans like yourself. The best springboard for getting 
ahead is a happy home. And now you aren't interested in getting ahead in 
the world." 
11 I was thinking of starting my own small business. Insurance and 
Real --11 
11 Small business ! 11 M:-. Camp sat down. He looked away out the window, 
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then opened a drawer and pulled out the blueprint plans for an enormous 
mansion. "Look, Cousins, that's the house I've designed for myself. 
Costing me one hundred thousand." He folded the paper and put it back in 
his drawer. 11 You ge t the point, Cousins?" 
"Yes, sir, I get the point. 11 
"All right, Cousins, all right." Wll'. Camp waved a hand. "You'll 
get those arbor-vitae and what's more, we'll plant them where you want 
them. Eve~body else has them on either side of the door, but since you 
had the nerve to come up here and say you'd been cheated, I'm letting you 
make your own choice of location." 
"Well, that's ve~ nice of you, Mr. Camp." 
"Anything for you Gis. That's my motto. And success always starts 
in a happy home. 11 
It was the final speech. Don stood up, pulled loose his sticking 
pants, said goodbye, and went outside to his station wagon. He got in 
and drove the three miles back to town, noticing the new bubbles that 
had formed on the green hood of the car by the intense heat of the after-
noon sun. He thoug~ as he drove those three miles, that it was over and 
done with-- he had insisted on arbor-vitae bushes. He'd made one more 
concession to the town that was only 11 tempora~. 11 
Shelley waited in the kitchen. Wendy was already in bed, and the 
dinner of beef stew was simmering patiently on the stove. Don said hello, 
said he was sor~ to be late, and hung his hat in the revolving closet. 
Shelley watched him, but said nothing. They sat down to dinner, and still 
said little except that it was hot and the stew needed more garlic to be 
exactly right. 
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Finally Shelley glanced up and spoke softly. '~mie had a luncheon 
today." 
11 Did she? 11 
"Yes ••• And Blair is finishing their upstairs for the new baby. 
It will be born in October, you know. They're putting book shelves around 
the chimney for a den." 
"Well, well --" 
"It's going to give them a lot more room." She paused. 11 0f course, 
we won.' t need anymore room. We 1 11 be moving before we' 11 need anymore. 
And we don 1 t own the house anyway. 11 
"That's right." 
11 And Marjorie and Fred go on their vacation in two weeks. To the 
Cape." 
"Lucky them." He laied down his fork and prused his lips and looked 
into his stew, playing with a chunk of beef. "Do you want a vacation? 
You and Wendy? I could send you to the Cape, and --" 
"And use the money we're saving? Use all that precious money?" 
"It wa s just an idea." 
"Well, you just forget about it. 11 Silence again. They finished the 
stew and Shelley poured the coffee. Neither of them ate dessert. 11 And 
there's something else, Don." Her back was to him. She was placing the 
coffee pot on the stove, carefully, taking a long time with it. 
"Yes?" 
"Wendy played with Herman Shultz today. He -- he was very nice to 
her. He paid a lot of attention to her." 
"Well, that's nice. It's good for her to -- 11 
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"And, Don -- when I put Wendy to bed, she said, "Pat Wendy's bottom 
like Herman does. 11 
"What l" Don started, put down his cup, and spilled coffee in the 
saucer. "She said what?" 
11 Pat Wendy's bottom like Herman does." 
'"But -- 11 
11 0h, there's nothing to worry about. At least I don't think there is. 
I mean all little boys are curious and some of them are affectionate, and--" 
"And how damn 1 d affectionate can you get?" 
"But he's only seven, and -- 11 
11 And mighty damn 1 d precocious, I'd say." 
"Now listen, Don. We can take it for a year. Anything for a year. 
After all, you said that yourself, you know, and - - 11 She turned to face 
him then. She saw him get up and move into the living-room, sit in an 
armchair and stare blankly out the window. She came to him and sat in his 
lap, her arms about his neck, her face against his. "Don't worry, honey. 
Please don't worry. And what did you do today? Why were you late?" 
11 0h, no reason. I-- I was just late, that's all.ll 
"I bet you were with a moman. I bet you were. 11 She was kissing 
his eyes and his forehead, his chin and the corners of his mouth. "At 
least Clo Morris thinks you were. I could tell. 11 
11 Clo Morris?" 
11 She's very interested in you." 
11 Baloney ! 11 
11 And I don't blame her either, because any woman would be interested 
in my --" 
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"In your weak, crawling, cowardly little husband t 11 He stood up 
abruptly , tipping Shelley from his lap so that she lost her balance, 
staggered, and nearly fell. He strode into the kitchen and poured a cup 
of coffee, bl ack and strong, and drank it that way, wondering exactly 
why he was angry, exactly why he could not tell Shelley about Mr. Camp 
and the two ridiculous arbor-vitae bushes. 
* * * * * 
Dusk came and the children swarmed into the streets. They trampled 
the Dowd's flower beds and climbed half-way up their porch posts, causing 
the nervous, pregnant Mrs. Dowd to become convinced that her child would 
be born with an incurable twitch. They turned on a hydrant on Flounder 
Road, and soaked each other to the skin before a fire truck appeared to 
turn the water off. They shouted and screamed and over-flowed their own 
yards and over-flowed the streets, and tried desperately to yell the 
heat away, to demonstrate the unconcern of youth for such trifling matters 
as muggy weather. 
And then, gently, almost imperceptibly, darkness came and the streets 
were quiet once again. Mr. Clarence Tuppler climbed into a cold tub and 
lay there smoking, reading the latest issue of Consumers Research. Blair 
Siler sawed and pounded and measured and nailed in the airless heat of 
his attic, determined to finish the job before the baby's birth; and 
Marjorie and Fred ldttle sat huddled over their budget, planning carefully 
how to enjoy two weeks at the Cape with the least possible expenditure. 
Clo Morris lay alone on a double-bed, tossing on the sweat-soaked sheets, 
waiting for the Cousins' lights to go out for the night, while the Mc-
Cermots sat stripped to their underslothes, drinking Moscow Mules from 
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copper mugs. Jenney was quiet, lying still with her dog's tongue lolling; 
and the Shultzes were please that for once there would be no barking and 
for once there would be no blame. And down the street, in the full-porch 
type house of the Donald Cousins, husband and wife lay apart in wakefulness, 
smoking, not touching because of the heat, not touching because there was 
something between them as silent as heat, as untouchable, as incompre-
hensible -- and even more painfully intense. 
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THE GOOD OLD SUMMER THE 
Marjorie Little's favorite casserole was made with rice, tuna fish, 
and American cheese. Stretched, it went six servings. It qid not have 
anY particular delicacy of flavor, but, on the other hand, it did not 
taste disagreeable either. Actually (one of the reasons Marjorie always 
felt safe in making it), it did not taste like much of anything at all. 
But it was unbelievably cheap, and it was satisfactorily filling. 
Here is Marjorie 1 s recipe: B~ then rinse two thirds of a cup of 
rice. Drain the contents of one seven ounce can of tuna fish, and break 
it into pieces with a fork. Melt in a saucepan two tablespoons of butter 
(Marjorie always substituted oleomargarine), and stir in four tablespoons 
of flour. Stir in two cups of milk until blended. Add one half teaspoon 
of salt and one half teaspoon of paprika. Reduce the heat to a low 
flame, and add two cups of grated cheese, stirring until melted. Place 
in a baking dish alternate layers of rice, fish, and sauce, and. cover 
the top with breadcrumbs. Place the dish in a hot oven of 400 degrees 
until the crumbs are brown. 
"Not even a casserole dish," Marjorie was saying. "The cottage 
has a kerosene stove, so we'll have to eat steaks and chops. They're 
terribly expensive." She sighed. "No casseroles. Not even one tuna 
casserole." She lit a cigarette and rested her head on the seat, ga~ed 
out at the Massachusetts landscape, and wondered whether or not she might 
try her "bosom boosters" in her new two-piece bathing suit. She glanced 
at the speedometer, noticed they had travelled over ten thousand miles 
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in the new car, which meant that its value was depreciating faster than 
their payments were keeping it up. She forced her mind to the two books 
she had brought along for reading -- two historical novels that she would 
read carefully, memorize well, so she could impress the girls with the 
fact that she did read her books, when they finally returned home again. 
Home againl ••• When they returned home again ••• 
She glanced at Fred. "I wonder," she said, 11 I wonder what everyone 
is doing back in Camptown." 
"Waiting for dinner, I suppose. It' s getting late afternoon, and I 
suppose everything is the same as always. Nothing ever happens there 
anyWay." . 
"Still," Marjorie said musingly, a little nostalgically, 11 I wonder, 
right this minute, what everyone is doing." 
* * * * * 
At right that minute in Camptown, Blair Siler was driving home from 
the station, thinking of five hours before when he'd been sitting in 
Horn and Hardart 1 s Automat, eating macaroni and cheese that had cost him 
three nickels, black coffee that had cost him one, and a hard roll with 
butter that had also cost a nickel. All in all, he had spent twenty-five 
cents for lunch. All in all, he had saved ten cents from his daily lunch 
allowance, and if he saved the same amount tomorrow, he would, by the end 
of the week, have fifty-five cents in all, with which he could buy the 
veal cutlet special with two vegetables. The thought was a pleasant one, 
so pleasant that he did not even notice that he was still hungry, as he'd 
been hungry all afternoon. He was too absorbed in the idea of a fifty-
five cent veal cutlet special, too smug in his conviction that Mamie was 
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wrong, that a man could eat with dignity and without lunch pails, on only 
thirty-five cents a day. But a moment later, making the final turn toward 
Camptown, his mind left food and money and lunch~s, and even his own 
adoring wife. For there, in a used car lot, was a home-made trailer, 
"Priced for quick sale 11 at only twenty-seven dollars and ninety-five cents. 
Blair slowed. He crawled along. Finally he stopped, studying the 
trailer with caressing eyes. It would need new wheels, and a strong axle; 
the sides should be built higher, and with a tailboard added, he could --
then Blair Siler shifted into first and drove fast down the street. He 
could not, at the moment, think of one justifiable use for a homemade 
trailer. But a moment later, passing a packing box in the middle of 
Zebra Road, nis mind found new hope. Broken up, the box would make 
beautiful firewood. He would get it in the morning when he did not feel 
quite so tired-- not quite so hungry. And in the meantime, perhaps he 
could convince Mamie that a trailer could be used to haul wood for the 
"real wood-burning fireplace." He might, in fact, even sell some to the 
neighbors. 
At that moment in Camptown, Tom Morris was seated in his living-room, 
mixing a highball in a glass with a horse's head painted on it, and 
shouting to his wife, who lay prostrate in the master bedroom. "So old 
buzzard face called me into his office and started giving me the third 
degree. 'I've heard good reports about you,' he said. 'Even editorial's 
made complimentary remarks about you,' he said. Maybe he thought I didn't 
get the point, but I know what's coming, and I know why he was grilling me. 
No, sir, it won't be long now. No, sir, it won't , not after the people 
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that are behind me get through talking. Considering that even editorial -- 11 
Clo's voice came harshly from the bedroom. "Who's behind you in 
editorial, Tom?" 
"Well-- 11 
"'ve never heard you speak of anyone in editorial." 
"Well, it the interior decorating editor. Girl by the name of Doris 
Womer. A nice girl. She has a lot of influence, and -- 11 
"Doris Womer?" 
"Yeah, Doris Womer. I've done her a couple of favors -- little 
things, you know, and -- 11 Tom went into the kitchen for ice. He looked 
out the window, noticed a packing box in the middle of the street. Like 
the slums, he thought. Just like the slums. He raised his eyes to the 
McDermots 1 house. The kitchen light was on, but the car was gone. He 
saw Clarisse pass the window, and wished suddenly that he were over the~e 
with her, handing her a drink -- wished suddenly that she were a little 
more obviously one way or another. 
Clo was lying on her bed. She could see the Cousins' master bedroom. 
She could see Shelley in a brassiere and panties, sitting on the bed, and 
she could see Don coming out of the bathroom in his shorts, wearing nothing 
but pale blue shorts with dark blue vertical stripes. He kept his chest 
out nicely, she thought, his stomach pulled way in. He had, she thought, 
a very nice physique. 
Tom went back to the living-room. He swallowed his drink, studied 
the horse's head, and wondered what in the world he would do on his first 
night home in a month. He knew Clo was in a bad humor, and he knew, in 
a way, that he really couldn't blame her. He went into the bedroom and 
.. 
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handed her a drink. "So if you'll just bear up a little longer, baby, 
we'll be out of here in no time. Joe Noonan 's job is worth twelve thousand 
and if I don't get it, nobody else will~ He sat on the bed beside her. 
"Now look, baby, I know I ' m away a lot of nights, and I don't like it any 
better t han you do and --11 
"Don't make me laugh!" That was all Clo said. "Don't make me laught" 
At t hat momentin Camptown, Clarisse McDermot was beginning her first 
night alone in more months than she could remember. She had not heard 
from Henry all day . He .had not telephoned at noon, as was his usual 
custom, and he had not picked her up after work, as he always did when 
they took the car in town instead of the train. Finally, after waiting 
a half-hour, after calling the Country Gentleman t wi ce , she had come 
home alone on the train. The house without Henry seemed empty. Even 
Jenney was little comfort. She thought of drinking, then changed her mind. 
She thought of starting dinner, but was afraid Henry would not come back 
at all, and she would be forced to eat alone. Finally she sat motionless 
on the sofa, staring straight down at the cobblers bench that she and 
Henry had bought with such hope and pleasure those long years before at 
an auction in Connecticut. She found tears coming to her eyes without 
knowing exactly why. She found the room dimming and her thoughts becoming 
vague, her thinking confused. 11 No, 11 she said to Jenney. "Don't let me 
do it, Jenney, make me fight it, Jenney. Don't let it happen, Jenney." 
Suddenly she rose, went into the bathroom, and took t wo pheno-barbitals. 
Then she lay down on the sofa with Jenney's head in her lap, and waited 
for Henry and waited for the 11 thing11 to come or to pass. Somehow she felt 
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that it would come and that it would stay. Somehow she did not even care. 
She was still struggling feebly when the telephone rang and $helley 
Cousins' voice sounded over the wire • . It was pleasant -- and very far 
away. 
At that moment in Camptown, ~Ars. Jasper Dowd decided that she could 
not drink any more cocktails because it would be injurious to her expected 
baby's health, and Mr. Clarence Tuppler of Kangaroo Road became violently 
ill at the sight of lobster newburgh that his wife had unwittingly pre-
pared for dinner. Bertie Siler, while experimenting with his father's 
tools in their near~finished attic, managed to pound his thumb to a deep, 
painful black with a deadly tack hammer, and a small, curious boy climbed 
onto the roof of the Little's empty house, slid, fell and crushed one of 
their two precious arbor-vitae. bushes. Over in the Fish Section on Had-
dock Terrace, a ~~s. Lowry tried making French Fried potatoes, used too 
much grease, and had a small fire started nicely before her husband dashed 
in with a portable fire extinguisher and a mounthful of words that ~~s. 
Lowry had not realized were a workable part of his vocabulary. The sun 
set. A small dog fell into the kiddie pool and swan1 about for five 
minutes before being rescued. A man on Abalone Drive blew three fuses 
trying to fix an electric toaster, and a woman on Chipmunk Street became 
so irritated at her husband's remarks concerning her first try at home-
made bread, that she flew into a tantrum, hit him across the face, and 
left a rather nasty scratch from the cutting edge of her diamond engage-
ment ring. At that moment in Camptown, life was creaking along according 
to schedule. 
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At that moment in Camptown ••• 
* * * * * 
At that moment in Camptown, Shelley Cousins was dressing for her 
first night out since she and Don had moved into their new home. It was 
their seventh wedding anniversary, and the dinner date had been arranged 
a long time before -- before the awkwardness had come between them. They 
had not mentioned the anniversary all day. They were dressing now with the 
unspoken understanding that they were going out to dinner, though perhaps 
neither of them would enjoy himself. 
Don slipped into his pants, sighe d, then turned and saw Shelley sit-
ting there in her bra and panties, and saw the gold yellow of her hair and 
the light blue worry in her eyes. He moved toward her, stopped and said, 
"Please, honey , it's our anniversary, and-- I care about that." He was 
embarrassed. "Maybe I'm sentimental, but I care about that." 
Her eyes softened. The blue remained, leaving only softness, leaving 
that awesome, personal look that only Don had ever seen. "I care, too, 
honey. About everything. About us, and -- about these last two weeks 
when there seems to have been some distance between us that I don't under-
stand, and 11 
"And we 1 11 forget about it tonight, 11 he said. " VIe 1 11 be like seven 
years ago -- like the way we really feel about each other. 11 
"All right, baby." She stood up and moved close to him, and their 
fingers touched. Then, because it was early in the evening and they were 
beginning to feel right together again, because it was no good to rush it, 
she swung about, laughed, and said, 11 I 1 11 have to hurry . I haven't even 
started to dress." 
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Ten minutes later the front door opened and a soft, wavering voice 
called from the kitchen. "Shelley •• ~ 11 
"It's Clarisse, 11 Shelley said. She was mkaing up her mouth, fully 
dressed now, wearing something blue and cotton with a plunging neckline 
because she loved for Don to look at her as other men looked at strange 
women in the latest, revealing fashions. "Just a minute, Clarisse." 
"Clarisse?" Don said. 
"She's our baby sitter. I noticed Henry's car was gone, so I called 
her. Henry's out tonight on business or something, and Clarisse said 
she'd sit for us." 
"Well ••• that 1 s nice •11 He slipped into his coat and went into the 
kitchen, where Clarisse stood leaning against the sink. She was looking 
at the floor, her body slumped awkwardly, the dog, Jenney, standing by 
her side. Don started to speak, then stopped when Clarisse raised her 
head and smiled in a jerky way. He noticed that her black eyes seemed 
lighter, almost brown, and were not looking directly at him. 
"Are you - - are you all right, Clarrisse?" 
"Of course." She giggled. 
"I thought maybe -- well, you didn't feel well or something. You 
look --11 
"Just tired, that's all. Just tired." 
11Well --11 
"There 1 s nothing wrong with me l 11 She snapped out . the words, making 
them sharp and angry, causing Don to start, bringing Shelley into the 
kitchen. 
"Clarisse II ... Shelley glanced at Don. 11 You 1 re sure •• ? " 
- , 
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"Of course I'm sure. Why wouldn't I be sure? 11 She walked past them 
into the living-room, where she sat heavily on the sofa. The dog went 
with her. Don and Shelley exchanged glances. Don moved to the kitchen 
cabinet, opened it, took down a bottle of Carstairs, and hid it away under 
the sink. "She'll be all right," he whispered, 11 if she doesn't have any 
more. 11 
II 
... Shelley glanced nervously toward the living-room, 11 I suppose 
hesitated, then followed her husband out of the house, down the walk to 
the '41 Ford with the newly-painted hood. 
* * * * * 
A dog 's breath, close and sweet, and the metallic click of a refriger-
ator turning on, humming on, and going off again. Silence for a measure-
less moment, and time in circles, picking up fragme nts of a lost and 
mourned-for past the whistles blowing on a ferry crossing 'Frisco Bay, 
and clinking sounds -- the kind that glasses make when touched together 
lightly ; the higher, chime-like sound of crystal, and another breath, far 
sweeter than a boxer dog 's, snelling of tobacco and the cherrJ from a 
scotch old fashioned. 
Clarisse shook her head. Her hair swung back and forth across her 
face. She pushed it away, carefully, as though someone were watching 
her. She rose and swayed, and wandered toward the kitchen with steps 
that showed no purpose, finding her way with eyes that saw nothing but the 
door, the kitchen linoleum, the sink, a water glass. She drank water. 
She doused her face, running the water cold, wanting it colder. Jenney 
sat on her haunches, and the Cousins' child cried fitfully in sleep. She 
started back across the long and checkered floor, the long and checkered 
113 
t i me, carrying a gl ass of water, f eeling it slop in refreshing drops 
along her hand. Her foot touched something soft; she bent, swaying, and 
studied the dirty white of a teddy bear, peered into bright black button 
eyes that stared maliciously into hers, smiling tauntingly , saying , 11 fey 
heart belongs to somebody else." She straightened and kicked the bear 
viciously, heard t he child whimper. She bent again, propped the bear up 
life-like against the doorframe, and moved away, the dog still walking 
soundlessly beside her, the bear's eyes following after with their coal 
black piercing stare. 
Safe once more, the glass on the table, her hands clutching the sofa 
cushions, her eyes shut tight so the lids hurt, the spots in her sightless 
eyes were orange, changing to blue, then red and shades of green and back 
to orange. Jenney whined and she touched the dog 's head, groping to find 
it, lowering her face t o touch the cold wet nose, t hen suddenly flung 
her arms about the boxer's neck and wept silently at first, then loud, 
her body heaving , her voice saying, 11 No, you musn't ever leave me, Jenney . 
Never leave me, Jenney, 11 until her own words sounded odd in repetition, 
and she straightened and said within herself that still and all a dog is 
only a dog , and gi ggled, touched the water glass, caught sight of her 
black, open handbag , and groped and found the small white pills marked 
pheno-barbital -- only two, and only during nervousness, and always very 
careful ~· •• 
* * * * * 
"It's really awfully expensive, isn't it?" Shelley leaned forward 
across t he smal l t able. Her eyes were worried again, but there was a 
touch of excitement in her voice. "I mean considering our savings account, 
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and -- 11 
"Considering it's our seventh wedding anniversary, I guess we have a 
perfect right to go to the Stork Club if we want to." 
"Yes, I guess we really do. 11 Shelley leaned back once more, sipped 
at her martini, and fingered the black ash tray with the word "Stork 
Club" printed along the side in white blocked letters. 
Don was smiling. "You can take it home if you want. 11 
"Really, Don --" 
"They expect you to -- instead of stealing the silver." 
"I know, but really --" She sipped again at her martini, beginning 
to feel a little more comfortable now, secure in the knowledge that she 
didn't even want to steal an ashtray, 
11We could," Don said,"we could have champagne." 
11 0h, I don't --" 
11 Of course we 1 11 have champagne. 11 He said it easually, the way he 
ordered orange juice at a Nedick's stand. He signalled the waiter and -
ordered two more martinis and a bottle of champagne. 
Shelley was studying the wine list. She looked up suddenly. "Calif-
ornia," she said. "Great Western." 
The waiter nodded, placed a dinner menu before each of the~. For a 
moment there was silence~ The orchestra climbed onto the stand and began 
playing "Baby, It's Cold Outside," in a rather dull, but still rhythmic 
and danceable way. Couples appeared on the floor, turning automatically, 
paying more attention to the other diners than to each other. Shelley 
and Don were still studying the menu. Don spoke first. He said, "Well --" 
"I guess I'll-- well, I guess I' 11 have the hash and eggs, and--" 
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"Wouldn't you like a steak or something?" feeling a little ashamed, 
saying it more for the waiter's ears than Shelley's . 
11Well -- 11 She ran a finger down the entrees to the steak and the 
price beside it. 
"Well?" Don said. 
"WeJ.l __ u Her eye was travelling fast now, over the roast beef au 
jus and the roast turkey and the pheasant and wild rice and the lamb chops, 
coming to rest on the deep sea scallops. TIE dish was reasonably priced, 
not the most expensive, yet not the cheapest either. 1~ 1 11 have the 
scallops!'" She folded the menu with determination. "What are you going 
to have?" 
"I don 1 t know yet • 11 He slipped a hand surreptitiously into his 
wallet and counted the crisp bills between his fingers. Finally he put 
down the menu. "I 111 have the same , 11 he said, and wished he did not feel 
quite so out of place . He looked across at Shelley, down to the low V 
of her dress, giving only a hint of her perfect breasts. He knew then 
that he was not out of place at all. He was with Shelley, He loved her 
and Shelley was beautiful and Shelley was his very own wife. 
A moment later they danced, awkwardly _at first, because somehow, 
after marriage, they had not danced together so much any more, and after 
seven years they had almost forgotten the steps. So it was awkward and 
strange for awhile. But then, when the dancin~ had become automatic, 
when Shelley's body pressed closer and her fingers touched the back of his 
neck, when his own hand tightened on her waist, feeling the young girl's 
flesh beneath, it was suddenly a long time ago and they had only just been 
married. 
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"Happy anniversary, 11 he whispered. 
"I am happy, darling ." She squeezed his hand. 11 I wouldn 1 t have 
spent the last seven years with anyone else in the whole world." 
rt Not even with Robert Mi tchum. 11 
"Not even with Ezio Pinza. 11 
He laughed and said they were good years, and was embarrassed with 
the trite inadequacy of his own words. 
And for a moment they did not speak, but danced easily now, t~inking 
back over the seven years of making love and groping and having a child 
and going to war -- back to the train ride into Hart ford when they'd 
first met in a crowded coach, and somehow they'd gotten off the train 
together and had coffee together, and somehow, hardly understanding 
themselves, had been together ever since. 
"The next seven," Shelley said after a long time. "I bet they'll be 
wonderful too. I hope they will. Oh, I hope they will. 11 
"I know they will." 
11Wi th our own house and your own business, and --" 
11 And about five thousand dollars a year." He smiled. 11I read in 
the paper that the happiest people in the world make five or six thousand 
a year. When you make sixty thousand, you're about as happy as a man 
making two." 
"You see," she said. "You see, it's even planned out for us statis-
tically." 
He laughed. He said, "There's really nothing to worry about any 
longer. I'm doing terribly well, you know, and I~. Sloan's even commented 
on it. If I wanted to-- I could probably even have his job someday--
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if I wanted to." 
"But you don't want to." She said it naturally, without thought, 
as though he could be President of the United States, if he really wanted 
to - - only he didn't want to. Then slowly she looked up at him and wet 
her lips and said, "Do you? 11 
"No," he said. 11 No, I don't want to." 
They went back to the table then, a silence there between them. The 
champagne had arrived, submerged in a great bucket of ice. The waiter 
appeared and uncorked the bottle, poured a drop into Dan's glass, filled 
Shelley 's, then returned to fill dan's. When he had left, they touched 
glasses and Don said, "Don't worry about it, honey. Please don't worry 
about it." 
11 0h, I know it's a special occasion, and we can sacrifice somewhere 
else to " 
"I don't mean the champagne." 
11 0h ••• 11 
"I mean about Bidley. I mean don 1 t worry about it·" 
11 0f course I 1m not worrying about it. Why should I worry about it?" 
She laughed a bit awkwardly. Don reached across the table and touched her 
hand. Her fingers squeezed tight on his wrist, and then slowly they re-
laxed and her eyes raised over his shoulder. He saw her mouth open, saw 
her tongue run gently arou~d her lips. 
11Is something the matter?" 
11 No ••• No, everything's all right. It's just that Henry-- Henry 
McDermot he's sitting over there at the bar." 
"Well, we 1 11 ask him to come over. 11 Don turned in his chair, started 
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to rise, then sat down again and caught Shelley's warning eye. They 
smiled between them, raised and touched their glasses, and took a warming 
sip of California champagne. 
* * * * * 
"Oh, sure," Henry was saying . 11 0h, sure, I used to come here all the 
time during the war. Still do, of course, but not so much as then." He 
stared into his drink, stirring the ice slowly, poking it down i nto the 
glass, watching the ice bob up again. He glanced along the bar and saw 
the smartly dressed women and the well-dressed men, dressed well in summer 
suits and bright expensive ties, sitting on the stools where the 1~rines 
had once sat in their dramatic blues and whites and reds, where the Navy 
officers had sat with the gold stripes on their sleeves, where the flyers 
had slouched carelessly, downing their drinks fast under the admiring 
eyes of their ever-changing dates. 11 A lot," he said. "An awful lot." 
He turned on his stool and glanced down at Marion Phalen's pretty, well-
shaped face, the carefully-lined eyebrows and the curving, sensuous 
mouth, down further to the tight-fitting sweater. His eyes leaped up 
again to hers. She was watching him, that insolent, tantalizing light 
still dancing there in her eyes, the way it danced each day, whenever 
she glanced up from her work through the plate glass window of Mr. Lauder's 
office. 
Henry ordered two more drinks and tried to take the moment casually. 
But something was wrong , and somehow Marion knew it, too. Yet the whole 
thing had not been his fault, really. He had merely stepped out of the 
Country Gentleman as usual, at five fifteen as usual, and then, turning, 
he had looked down into Marion's eyes. They had both smiled, and then, 
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quite accidentally, they had started walking in the same direction. Some-
how they had stopped for a drink. He had thought of calling Clarisse then. 
But the bartender had brought another round. Then train time had arrived, 
and he'd known Clarisse would have gone. Somehow they'd had dinner to-
gether, and somehow time had passed. 
Marion smiled. "You're thinking of Clarisse, aren't you? You want 
to go home." 
"No, no, I don't want to go home." Really he did, as he had wanted 
to meet Clarisse in the first place. Yet something inside him did not 
want him to go home. Something wanted him to stay here to the end, go 
other places and hear Marion's caressing voice and be absorbed qy her 
admiring eyes. Something wanted him to relax into all of Marion that was 
new, all that was free of emotion and free of complications. He had 
known other men who'd felt that way. They had no explanations. They'd 
wanted some particular, non-descript girl to balm their masculine prides, 
to listen admiringly to deeds that wives had heard too often -- and con• 
sidered now a bore. He had laughed to hear of them. He had even laughed 
with Clarisse, during the war especially, when they'd seen the fast-
talking , fumbling flyers with their attempts to find solace for a single, 
alcoholic night. He had laughed t hen, Clarisse beside him, laughing with 
him. The flyers had been other men, unknown, unrecognized. Now the man 
was himself, and now he was not laughing . Now he was one of those very 
same flyers -- exactly five years too late. 
"Really, Henry, I don't see why you can't explain it all to Clarisse, 
· if that's what you're worrying about." 
"It's not what I'm worry about." He wished she wouldn't use Cla-
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risse' s first name as though she actually knew her. He wi.shed she'd go 
home, now, by herself, and let him get drunk and make quite a fool of 
himself. 
"All right. If you want to be a wet blanket." She was pouting, 
and he stood up. 
"Let's go, Marion." 
"Where?" 
"Anywhere. I don't care • .Tust let's go. 11 
Marion shrugged, slipped down from the stool, and followed him out 
to the night of 52nd Street. The doorman called a cab, and they got in, 
sitting in opposite corners. 
"Julius' , 11 Henry said. "In the village." He cursed himself for not 
giving Marion's address instead. He started to light a cigarette, be-
came aware of Marion's eyes watching him in the darkness. 
"You've got a lucky wife, Henry. You're entirely trustworthy." 
She was laughing at him. He .knew it and slid toward her on the 
leather seat, pulled her against hl~m , and kissed her hard, feeling her 
wet movi ng lips, while his head reeled and he was riding in another cab 
long years before, kissing another girl with black hair and lovely black 
eyes, riding to Julius' in the carefree hours of morning and riding, 
too, toward a later glory that had been irrevocably his, and a marriage 
that had come so shortly after. 
rJJarion pulled away and put a finger along his mouth. "That's enough 
for a starter." She straightened, drew out a compact, and began painting 
her lips in the. dim light of the cab. 
Henry wiped his mouth with a handkerchief, started to put it back in 
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his pocket, hesitated, and threw it out the window. "Where has it gone?" 
He spoke half to himself. "Where do you suppose it's all really gone?" 
"What, honey1 11 
"Nothing ••• New York ••• Me. Where do you suppose we've gone?" 
"You're right here." She was laughing. "New York is all around us. 11 
"There's passed away a glory from the earth," quoted Henry McDermot. 
At Julius' they drank beer. There was sawdust on the floor, pictures 
stage stars along the wall by the bar. The place was old; the beer was 
good; the stools were very high. 
Marion said, "You've really been a good boy, haven't you?" 
11 Good'? 11 
"Faithful. You've always been faithful -- I mean about going all 
the way ." 
11Well -- I never had any reason not to be. I never-- I never met 
anyone that made we want to -- well --11 
She squeezed hi.s hand. He pulled away, drank another beer, then 
took her out to the street , f ound a cab , and gave the dri ver her address 
on East 19th. He knew she roomed with anot her girl, and the knowledge 
brought r elief. But he di d walk t o t he door with her. He did kiss her 
goodnight , lightly, hardly touching her lips, aware as he did so, that 
he was not so much proving how little he wanted her as how passionately 
much. 
11 See you," she said. 
"Sure, I'll see you. 11 He turned and climbed back into the cab, drove 
uptown to the lot where his car had been parked since early morning. All 
the way up, he thought of the words he would say to Clarisse. And later, 
- , 
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starting the engine of his own car, he thought of the discarded handker-
chief, and the sly, protective moti ve that had caused him to throw it 
away. Still later, driving fast over the Harlem River he thought of the 
way a city became lighted qy illuminating flares, the inexplicable feeling 
of power one had, zooming high over the buildings, knowing that down 
there in the lighted town, the people screamed and hid and waited for the 
destruction that he, Captain Henry McDermot, could unleash from the belly 
of a single, high-flying plane. And later still, runrrl.ng over the corner 
of a packing-box before his own house on Zebra Road, he remembered the 
splintering crunch of a fighter plane crash-landed on a flying field i n 
England. 
* * * * * 
Time, as always, in these moments of effortless escape, had no mean-
ing for Clarisse McDermot. It was, this loss of time, the most terri~­
ing part of all, for she knew, as do prisoners who scratch their days 
in columns on a jail-house wall, that a sense of time is man's last 
desperate contact with the world of orderly reality. But now, slumped 
heavily on the sofa, the pheno-barbital pills held loosely in her hand, 
t here was no time that had passed and none to come. She did not know 
how long she had been sitting just this way ; she had no clear knowledge 
of how many pheno-barbitals she had actually taken. Once, a timeless 
time ago, Jenney had whimpered and disappeared for a moment into the 
kitchen. She had returned, a second, an hour, two hours later, had 
rested her head once more on her mistress' lap, as her head rested now, 
as it was still resting, heavy but comforting, when the high squeal of 
brakes pierced the thin walls of the house, followed immediately after 
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by a crash and a splintering sound -- the kind of noise made when one 
steps on a wooden match box. 
Clarisse lowered her hand. She set the pheno-barbitals very carefully 
on the table, shook her head, then beat her forehead sharply with her hand. 
Jenney snarled, and Clari sse, still pounding her forehead, rose unsteadily, 
saying, "There was a noise. You heard a noise. Remember? There was a 
noise. Remember?" She staggered toward the kitchen, not knowing why 
except t hat somehow it seemed urgently necessary that she do exactly this 
-- rise and go into the kitchen and enter once more in the world of 
ordinary men. 
At the kitchen doorway she side-stepped carefully to avoid the teddy 
bear she had propped against the doorframe that time ago. "Won't hurt 
you," she mumbled. "Won't hurt you anymore. 11 And she stared down toward 
the bear, hoping to see understanding in the button-bright shine of his 
eyes. And then slowly, into the fog of her cluttered mind, came the 
realization that something was wrong. Something had changed. Some act 
had been committed, by herself, by Jenney, by some unknown agent. But 
something had happened. She had been away, floating easily away, and 
here, not ten feet across the room, something real and physical and very 
definite had happened the teddy bear was gone. 
The full meaning of the lost teddy bear did not penetrate into 
Clarisse's mind until she'd soaked her face with water, and finally, 
in desperation, turned the faucet on full, filled the basin, closed her 
eyes, and doused her entire head into the wet cold. When she straightened, 
her hair was clinging to her face, dripping water to her shoulders. She 
pushed it away, bit down on her lip until the skin broke and she tasted 
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blood, then teetered toward Wendy's room, fighting her way back to reality, 
fighting with more ferocity than ever before, still not quite understand-
ing why -- only subconsciously -- only knowing it had something to do 
with Wendy, something to do with a lost teddy bear, something to do with 
the responsibility assumed when one sat with another's child. 
Wendy was gone. Clarisse was not surprised, not even shocked. She 
had known it would be that way. Something had told her that it would be 
exactly that way. She went back to the kitchen, opened a cabinet drawer, 
groped frantically, found a nut cracker, and inserted her finger between 
the corrugated jaws. She closed her eyes and screamed and squeezed hard 
until the pain shot up her arm, over her entire body, flashing red and 
clarifying in her brain. Then she dropped the nut cracker. She did 
not look at her finger. The pain was all she needed, and she actually 
enjoyed it, relished it, wallowed in it, as she went out the front door 
and down the walk to the street. Reality had returned, surging back in 
a rush of pain and cold. 
She walked quickly, her eyes searching the grounds, the street, each 
bush and hedge and corner. She raised her voice, called, "Wendy l Wendy l" 
and saw light in the Morris' doorway, saw Tom step out and come toward 
her across the lawn. 
11 Wendy l 11 She turned back toward the street, saw there in the road 
a wooden crate, one end entirely splintered, strewn in pieces over the 
pavement. And she knew then -- she knew exactly where Wendy had disa~ 
peared. 
Tom was beside her when Clarisse approached the packing box. Inside 
herself there was resignation and a helplessness that she saw objectively, 
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as though from a long ways off, a deep feeling of loss too great for 
tears. She knelt down, Tom beside her, and pulled Wendy from her play-
house inside the wooden box. The teddy bear was clutched tight in the 
child's arms. Her eyes were open, and she was whimpering. 
"Are you all right, Wendy? 11 She held the child against her breast. 
11 Are you all right, baby? 11 
"Big car come, 11 Wendy said. 11 Smash ! 11 And she whimpered again, her 
arms flung about Clarisse's neck • . 
Tom moved closer. "I'll take her," he said. 
"No ! 11 She jerked away. "Don't you touch her. Don't you dare touch 
her ! " She carded Wendy into the house. Tom followed, up the walk and 
into the kitchen, where they examined the child carefully. There were no 
bruises, not even the slightest scratch. 
"She was lucky." Tom grinned without humor. "Henry, you know. He 
just came in. Smashed the other half of that crate into a million p:ieces. 11 
Clarisse did not answer. She carried Wendy back to the bunkroom, 
laid her in the bed, kissed her, and placed the teddy bear in her arms. 
"Goodnight, honey ." 
11 'Night," Wendy said, and dropped innocently into sleep. 
Back in the living-room, Clarisse dried her hair with a bathroom 
towel. She found a band-aid in the bathroom cabinet, and Tom wound it 
gently around her finger. He was standing close to her then, seeing the 
strange, purposefull look in her eyes. He let his fingers run across 
her hand and said, "How did it happen? How did you hurt your finger? 
Why is your hair wet?" 
"Nothing happened. Why should anything have happened? 11 She glanced 
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up into his face and saw the way he was looking at her, saw what she 
always found in the face of Tom Morris - determination, masculinity, 
the open superiority of a man who knows exactly where he ,''s going. 
Tom wet his lips. 11 You 111 be all right?" he said. 
"I'm all right.n 
"Well, then -- 11 
"Goodnight, Tom." She paused. "And Tom-- will you do something for 
me? Will you just forget the whole business? Everything. I'll tell the 
Cousins myself, in my own way in my own good time •11 
"I see 
" 
... 
"I don't think you quite understand." 
"I've seen people drunk before, you know. I've seen them after 
they've sobered up. 11 
She smiled. 
"I've seen you at other times. I know a secret drin.l{er when I see 
one." 
She laughed now, moved close, and breathed gently in his face. 
"Liquor?" she said. "You smell liquor? 11 
Tom kept his hands at his sides. He watched her curved red lips, 
and felt as always, a strange affini_ty between them -- felt that in some 
crazy way, each knew something the other didn't -- each was a perfect 
complement to the strength or weakness of the other. 
Clarisse giggled awkwardly. She sat down once more on the sofa. 
But Tom did not move. He stood motionless, gazing boldly into her eyes. 
11 Why don't you admit it?" he said finally. 11 Why kid yourself about it?" 
"I'm sorry, Tom. I don't know what you're talking about." 
"I'm talking about you and Henry. Why don't you admit how you feel 
about each other?" 
11 We 1re in love with each other, Tom." 
"Baloney l 11 
She shrugged. 11 All right, Tom. Baloneyl" 
11Then why don't you have kids?" 
"I don't think that's any of your business." 
"It's because of Henry, isn't it?" He took a deep breath. "Nobody 
could convince me you couldn't have children. You're not the type." 
11 And what is the type who can't have children?" 
"Oh, the cold ones usually. The dull, spinster type, like Marjorie, 
for instance. But you --11 He stared into her black limpid eyes, ran his 
own eyes back and forth across the full curve of her mouth. 
She knew what he was thinking. "I wouldn't try it, Tom." 
11 No? 11 
"No, I wouldn't try it." 
"If you don't want me to, then why don't you tell me to get out of 
here?" 
"Because I'm not afraid of you." She laughed and Tom moved closer. 
He spoke sharply into her face. 
"Why aren't you going to tell the Cousins about tonight, about their 
kid almost getting killed? Because you were stony drunk-- that's why. 
Cold stony drunk." 
11 1 was not drunk.n 
"I know you, baby. There's nobody kidding me about you. Frustrated 
as hell, while Henry pokes along in a clothing store. Can't have children, 
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no future, no nothing. So you drink too much. And I know something else, 
too -- 11 Suddenly he bent down and jerked her to her feet. He tried to 
kiss her, but ~he pulled away and walked across the room, striding quickly 
but without anger, wondering where the anger had hidden itself, and 
realizing finally, when the front door closed behind Tom's retreating 
steps, that one did not become angry over falsehoods. Yet there'd been 
truth in Tom's words, too. Stabbing in his blunt, vulgar way, he'd chanced 
upon a small, disturbing grain of truth. 
* * * * * 
Mr. Camp's village had insomnia. 
At eleven thirty-seven, Tom Morris slipped into bed beside Clo, 
switched out the light, and there, in the passionate dark, had thoughts 
of a black-eyed girl. 
At t welve twenty-three, Fred Little heaved to his feet, stumbled 
into the kitchen, and took four aspirins. It was while drinking water 
that the terror came over him. He could not pl ace his finger on the 
exact cause for this sudde.n fear, but knew there was now, and never would 
be, a~ definite release. He was l ike the her o in one of those serial 
movies, left hanging over a cliff at the end of each chapter. All during 
the day he worked hard and consci entiously, keeping the terror from his 
mind. Yet each night, in the quiet dark, his mind r acing from one thought 
to another, he always fe l t an enonmous, terrifying sense of insecurity~ 
His budget was worked out to the pe~. He had planned on doctor's bills, 
repai rs to the car, the most unexpected of expenses. Yet the vacation on 
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the Cape had run nine dollars more than he'd expected, and still something 
more might happen that he couldn't possibly foresee. And no matter how 
far ahead he figured, he could see no possible relief in sight. 
Fred finished the water, doused his face, and crawled into bed beside 
Marjorie. He lay there with his eyes closed, trying to think of something 
else, looking for something pleasant to bring sleep to his tired brain. 
Finally he relaxed, thinking of Saturday. It was only two days off. And 
Saturday, by golly, he would really relax, and to hell with the budget. 
Saturday, by golly, he would take Marjorie bowlingt 
At one nineteen, Clarisse McDermot crossed the street and entered 
her own house. Henry was propped up in bed, reading "The Naked and the 
Dead." He did not speak, but watched her undress and slip into her 
pajamas. "I've been baby-sitting," she said. "For the Cousins." She 
went back to the kitchen and put Jenney down the cellar, after filling 
her water bowl. It worried her that Jenney was still gaining weight, 
but there were other thoughts in her mind now, and she forgot the dog as 
soon as she'd closed the cellar door. 
Henry was lighting a cigarette when she returned to the bedroom. 
He did not look at her. The electric clock hummed and Henry smoked, and 
then, after a long time, he snubbed the cigarette and said, "All right, 
Clarisse •11 
"All right, Henry.'' 
"I want you to understand --11 
"You don't want me to understand anything, Henry. And right at the 
moment, I'd rather not even try. Some other time, perhaps." Her voice 
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was cool, almost pleasant. Henry squelched his defensive anger. If he 
exploded he might lose. And more than that, he might even lose Clarisse. 
He turned over on his side and numbled 11 Goodnight11 into the hollow empti-
ness of the room. 
"Goodnight," Clarisse said. She switched out the light and squirmed 
under the summer sheet. She seemed, to Henry , to be almost frighteningly 
alive-- like a person who's been drinking and is now quite painfully, 
quite intensely sober. 
At one forty-six, Blair Siler was sound asleep, dreaming of eight-
penny nails and joints and how many feet of molding it would take to 
finish the upstairs den. But Mamie lay awake, feeling her third child 
kick tentatively inside her. She wanted the child. There was no question 
about that. Yet it did seem that somewhere along the way, some chance for 
glory, some hope for glamour or even naughtiness had now been permanently 
eliminated. She was thirty-two, and whereas some people, like Clo Morris, 
could look forward to moving or more money or even a dangerous love affair 
someday, she saw nothing ahead now but more children and movies and in-
spirational poetry. She was too much in love, too happy with her home and 
children, to actually fight for any change - - yet, unfortunately, even 
happiness can occasionally become a bore. 
Suddenly A~mie turned on the bed-lamp. She heaved to her feet, opened 
the top drawer of the dresser, and rummaged t hrough a box of letters and 
souvenirs of the past, finally drew out a newspaper clipping . She sat on 
the bed and told herself that everything was coming along very well, really, 
ana w~y in the world should she feel these sudden surges of sentimentality? 
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Why should she have to look back into an exciting past, when the present 
was so completely comfortable? Nevertheless, she read the clipping . She 
had read it before. Somehow, it always made her younger, and invariably, 
on reading it, she forgot Camptown and the road that she and Blair had 
finally chosen to travel. She felt, at these moments, that her marriage 
was still something very new, and the future had not yet been quite so 
definitely determined. 
"Miss Mamie Stringer, daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Everett Stringer of 
Buffalo, became the bride last Monday morning of Chief Petty Officer 
Blair Siler of Knoxburgh, Indiana. The nuptial mass in St. Mary's Church 
of the Assumption, Buffalo, was celebrated by the Rev. Sherlock Quinn and 
followed by a reception at the bride's home. 
"Carrying a white prayerbook and orchid, the bride wore a white 
marquisette gown, tulle-veil and chantilly tiara ••• 
11 The bride was graduated from Buffalo High School in 1935, and the 
bridegroom from the Knoxburgh High Trade School in 1934. Formerly assis-
ting his father on their Indiana farm, Mr. Siler is now a Chief Petty 
Officer in the Navy's Sea Bees. After a brief honeymoon in New York, 
Mrs. Siler will return to the home of her parents, and Mr. Siler will 
return to active duty with the Navy. 11 
Reading it over, Mamie decided that to anyone else, the marriage 
would not sound particularly exciting. It did, however, end on a note of 
uncertainty. It had, at the time, made her feel that just about anything 
could happen. 
Now that 11 anything 11 had happened: Mr. and Mrs. Blair Siler have 
taken up residence in Camptown, New York, where Mr. Siler is employed by 
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the Collins Tool and Dye Company. They have two children and a third is 
expected. Their adress is 23 Zebra Road, where ~~s. Siler has furnished 
her home with exquisite taste in sturdy rock maple, and where N~. Si ler 
is busily re-doing the upstairs to suit Mrs. Siler's flawless taste. 
Their home is a semi-ranch type, a "non-post" porch type, and a completely 
automatic kitchen, revolving closets, and a real wood-burning fireplace. 
Attached to the house is the only garage on Zebra Road, and behind the 
house proper is a trailer , which Mr. Siler is purchasing on the installment 
plan. He earns sixty-five dollars a week, does not carry a lunch pail, and 
has kept up his Government Life Insurance Policy, paying a monthly pre-
mium of six dollars and sixty cents. I\11r. Siler owns a 1 39 Cheverolet car, 
which is in good running condition, and someday he would like to purchase 
a small farm in Indiana. Until then, the happy couple will continue having 
cbdldren, paying for the trailer, and improving the value of their property. 
Until then --
Mamie lay back on the bed. She put out the light, rolled over, and 
flung an af fectionate arm over Blair's shoulder. She decided not to cry 
because tomorrow would be such a busy day. 
And at seven minutes past two, Shelley Cousins was violently happy. 
She waltzed around the house, pausing every now and then to sit in Dan's 
lap. She kissed him, rumpled his hair, said, "I love you and happy anni-
versary, and baby, I love you," then stood up and danced once more. 
This was not the first tome Don had seen her acting silly. There'd 
been those times during the war, on the days before his leaves expired, 
when there seemed not much else to do but have an extra drink and try 
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rather foolishly not to think more than five minutes ahead. But now, on 
this late August evening, Shelley was acting differently than she had at 
any of those previous times. She was wilder, for one thing. She laughed 
more, and (a thought that came to Don only slowly) she had, this evening, 
really had very little to drink. So there was something forced in Shelley, 
a drunkeness that was not so much caused by alcohol as an urge to release 
some pent-up emotions that had been gathering for a long time, and were 
being released on their anniversary night, when they'd managed to escape 
their own lives for just a little while. 
Now she was standing in the center of the living~room. She was 
laughing, saying, "So that's what men do when they're busy nights--
when their wives are baby-sitting for a neighbor's child?" 
"Let's not talk about Henry, Shelley." 
"You're trying to defend him, aren't you? You think maybe someday 
Clo Morris will get her hooks into you, and then, oh, my oh, my 1" 
"You're acting awfully silly, honey. You're inventing things about 
Henry McDermot, and you're trying to attach them to me-- and it's really 
kind of foolish, isn't it?" 
She laughed again, switched on the radio, danced once more, then 
stopped suddenly and said, "I'm going to put on my black pajamas. I feel 
just like wearing my black pajamas." 
Don did not answer. He sprawled in a chair and decided to let 
Shelley wear herself out. He decided that perhaps it had been a mistake 
to try to save money by moving into a low-cost housing development. 
Perhaps he should have figured on two years in New York instead of one, 
and rented a more expensive place in a neighborhood not quite so overrun 
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with veterans and their restless wives and their ebullient children. He 
decided that he must not go to Mr. Camp's office ever again; he must not 
bother with one more fence, one more bush, one single improvement to the 
house or grounds. He must assume the attitude, the confidence of Tom 
Morris -- leaving so very soon that really nothing mattered. Really 
nothing at all. 
He picked up a cigarette, paused, and placed it back on the table. 
His eyes widened, and he ran his tongue quite carefully around the dryness 
of his mouth. For Shelley had appeared in the doorway. Her yellow hair 
was brushed down, long and glittering over one eye; there was fresh, 
bright lipstick on her mouth, painted a little fuller than usual. She 
wore the bottom half of her black pajamas, but above the waist she was 
completely naked. For a moment she stood motionless, her hand moving 
high along the doorframe, assuming the common pose of pin-up girls and 
French bathing beauties and burlesque queens. She murmured something low 
and soft about the way she felt, and then, quite unexpectedly it was as 
though she were sitting across the room in Den's place, seeing herself, 
and not liking it very much at all. She dropped her hand, covered her 
breasts with her arms, then suddenly ran across the room, flung herself 
into Den's lap, and curled up, her feet tucked under her, her face buried 
in his shoulder. She was not laughing now. She was speaking urgently, 
like a child who's been bad and knows, and does not want punishment, 
though he realizes very well that he deserves it. 
"You think I'm awful, don't you? You think I've been terribly 
naughty, and -?" 
"No, I don't think that." He rubbed her shoulder and pulled her in 
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closer, so she was like a great yellow cat curled comfortably in his lap. 
"Yes, you do, and I didn 1 t want you to, and all l wanted was to make 
you think about me and not anybody else, and all I wanted was -- was 
I love you. I guess that's all. I love you." She snuggled closer. She 
paused and went on slowly. "I've never done that before, have I?" 
"No ••• No, you haven't." 
"You disapprove, don't you?" 
"No, I don't disapprove ••• In fact, I -- well, I guess I rather 
liked it." 
11 But you wouldn 't all the time?" 
"No ••• Not all the time." 
She laughed softly, then was suddenly intensely serious. "Don ... 
do you remember our house in Natick - .... I mean how instead of having 
friends just because they lived next door, we had special frie nds who 
lived all different places, and we invited them to dinner sometimes and 
we had a regular dining-room and everything, and -- and a whole acre of 
our own land, and --" 
"Yes ••• Yes, I remember." 
!1 And do you remember how then we were not like anybody else in the 
whole world? Just like us, and not like anybody else." 
Don closed his eyes. He waited, but she did not go on. There was 
really not hing more to say, and after a moment he rose and carried her 
into the bedroom. He placed her on the bed and kissed her and said, "I 
love you. " Then he went into the bathroom to undress, wanting to leave 
her alone with herself for just a little while. When he returned, he 
found her breathing gently. Her face in sleep was relaxed and happy. In 
136 
her hand was a crumpled sheet of paper. Don opened her fingers gently, 
removed the paper, smoothed it out, and slipped it back in the envelope 
that had been stamped by the postmaster of the little town of Bidley in 
far-away Montana. 
* * * * * 
The village tossed in restless sleep. At three thirty-six the Mc-
Dermots' dog started howling, and Norma Shultz pulled a pillow over her 
ears and muttered, "Let them blame us if they want. I hate them anyway. 
I hate every one of them'l" And at four nineteen a cruising police car 
picked up a Mr. Harold Whittaker, wandering on Buffalo Terrace. He was 
quite drunk, and when asked where he lived, could only break into bois-
terous laughter, reasoning that if he could not pick out his own house 
from four thousand two hundred and seventy-five others all exactly the 
same, then the police would have to admit defeat as well -- list this 
evening as one of their most baffling unsolved mysteries. 
But Don Cousins had the last word of all. That was at five twenty-
two, when he heard the crunching of wheels on wood outside his window. 
He awoke, found Shelley awake beside him. "It's that crate out there in 
the street, 11 he said. "The milk truck just ran over it •11 
"I heard it," Shelley said sleepily. 
"Well, I'd better move it in the morning, before somebody gets a flat 
tire. 11 
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PART TWO 
WHERE DO WE GO FROM HERE? 
JUST AROUND THE CORNER 
In September the rains finally came. The drops bounced in the pow-
dery dust and brought a hint of green to the lawns that had not needed 
cutting all summer. The gray clouds carried a breath of cool air, warn-
ing all the nice young kids to climb into old clothes and begin making 
ready for winter. Don Cousins built a picket fence around his lot. It 
was almost identical to the Morris' fence. But, as Don said to Shelley, 
"After all, a fence is only a fence, and I can't build one of mahogany 
just to be different," adding a little wistfully, "Or ~ 1? 11 Blair 
Siler was already laying the insulation in his roof, and toward the end 
of September's second week, paid the final installment on his new trailer. 
The McDermot 1 s boxer had put on considerable weight, which Henry attri-
buted to lack of exercise during the hot spell, but which Clarisse 
viewed with growing dismay, feeling that there was more to Jenney's added 
weight than mere over-eating. And ~~rjorie Little, measuring the remain-
ing space of her bottom book shelf, estimated that she needed only eight 
more volumes to fill it nicely. 
In late summer, the surface life of Mr. Camp's model village was 
outwardly quite happy, relaxed, and pleased with the miraculous change 
of weather. Yet underneath, in the hidden valleys of individual lives, 
there was a restless stir, a yearning toward elusive goals, an upheaval 
over personal problems, that no outsider (nor even a neighbor only a 
small stone's throw away) could possibly recognize. Henry McDermot 
scarcely ever had lunch alone, but invariably sat across a plastic top 
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table from Miss Marion Phalen, hating himself, watching the rise and fall 
of sweatered breasts, praying that somehow he could continue keeping 
their rendezvous a strictly mid-day business -- assuring himself that 
he was only trying to break the friendship gently, so that no one could 
possibly be hurt, himself included. Clarisse passed a secret afternoon 
in the office of Dr. Samuel I~nk, describing in detail the horror of her 
baby-sitting night. Tom Morris kept one careful gray eye on the slowed-
down activities of Joe Noonan, the other on a place called Oak Knoll 
Ridge, Connecticut. And Don Cousins, doing very well at the insurance 
office, doing even better than he'd expected, was puzzled by the fact 
that he derived so little pleasure from his increasing success. He found, 
during that time of fading leaves and shortening days, that he awaited 
a letter from Bidley, Montana, with ridiculous anxiety-- as though 
somehow it was important that those Montana plans be made definite before 
Time overwhelmed him, and it was too irretrievably late. 
And sometimes, during that September, on Sundays especially, Don and 
Shelley went for long walks through the town, picking their turns at 
random, moving idly along the cooling streets, nodding pleasantly to the 
women who planted fall tulips and the men in old army pants, who puttered 
continually in their well-kept yards. Wendy always went with them. She 
walked between them, Don on the outside, Shelley next to the lawns and the 
walks and the picket fences. And there was more to this walking arrange-
ment than simple etiquette, for ever since marriage Shelley had always 
been the unofficial social representative of the Cousins family. It was 
she who answered any general questions, accepted invitations, and made 
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all final decisions concerning good taste and friendship. Walking on t he 
inside, she handled her obligations well, stopping to nod at a man re-
pairing pickets in a fence, chatting for a moment with a woman who had 
become intensely interested in the way Wendy's hair had been braided into 
matching pigtails. Don always stood a little apart at these times. He 
always smiled and nodded, adding a word here and there, but mostly only 
relaxing , watching Shelley's grave blue eyes, her hair that was never 
exactly in place, her lipstick that was often a bit crooked, her hands 
that moved as she talked, and the tiny crows-feet of smiles at the corners 
of her eyes. He watched her· ·at these times with the objectivity of the 
stranger to whom she talked, and he saw, through the minute irregularities 
of dress and make-up, the warm loveliness of the woman beneath. He saw 
intelligent curiosity in her sudden, puzzled frown, saw royalty in the 
magni ficent way she stood, her weight on one foot, but her body held 
straight all the same, her head always held more proudly than anyone else's 
He heard the good humor of her voice, and realized more than ever, during 
those Sunday walks, that Shelley felt great compassion, intense interest 
in each and every human being in the town. Only the 11 group11 disturbed 
her - only the knowledge that viewed from a short distance, these individ-
uals became non-existent, blended perfectly into the roads and landscaping, 
the houses and arbor-vitae bushes. In reality they were scarcely human 
beings at all -- only rather more interesting "attractive features" of 
Mr. Camp's little town, standing only a step higher than his Bendix washing 
machines and enamel bathroom fixtures. 
Always, after moving on down the street following a pleasant Sunday 
afternoon chat, Shelley became depressingly silent, walking with her head 
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bent slightly forward, her eyes studying her own feet that moved along the 
pavement. 
11 He was very nice, 11 she would say after a long time. Or, "Don 1 t you 
think that woman wore a really attractive blouse?" 
He would say, "Yes, he had a really nice sense of humor," or, "You 
have a blouse very much like it, don't you?" 
And Shelley would nod, and they would move on again, aware of how 
lightly they tread the surface of the village, identifying the homes as 
"The one with the sandbox out back," or 11 The non-porch type with the white 
trim," identifying the people as 11 the man with the seargent 1 s shirt11 or 
"the woman with the blouse very much like one of yours." 
Or sometimes they walked on Saturdays -- as far as the shopping center, 
sometimes, where Don pushed Wendy through the market in the wire basket, 
feeling that rather embarrassing inferiority so co~~on to husbands who go 
stupidly along to carry the bundles. They learned to know other shoppers 
-- in the same way Don knew men on the morning trains -- well enough for 
a nod or a shy goodmorning; not well enough for Christmas cards; not 
well enough to borrow a lawnmower. Once or twice they became almost per-
sonal with one of these nodding acquaintances. Each time the conversation 
lagged suddenly, eyes turned to the floor, and each went his won way in 
awkward silence, aware that the relationship did not call for any more 
than a passing pleasantry. 
11 It 1 s like in the Navy," Don remarked. 11 0r like in a ',fraternity house 
at college, magnified a thousand times. Every person here is really a 
potential friend. Close to our age, with much the same interests and 
ambitions, same financial set-up-- everything. But there's so many of 
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them that you have to form little cliques just for self-protection." 
Shelley said, "We have our clique, 11 rather hating the word, even 
hating the idea. 
"You don't like them?" 
"Yes ••• I like them." She paused. "Very much, in fact. It's just 
that I don't enjoy the feeling that I have to like them." 
So they skimmed the surface of the town on t hose early fall days, 
looking forward to winter and the spring that would come after, seeing 
ahead, always ahead to a reality that was only just around the corner. 
And though the thought never quite reached the surface of their common 
mind, they were between them vaguely, dimly conscious that ever since 
1
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marriage those seven years before, they had been moving forward to somethin 
just around some corner. And always, after finally rounding it, there 
had appeared just one more corner, only a very short, always cheerfully 
accessible distance away. 
Or sometimes, on those weekend afternoon, they left Camptown complete-
ly, drove the station wagon over the Westchester countryside, going no-
where in particular, looking for nothing but escape from the confines of 
Zebra Road. Invariably, however, they ended by concentrating on the 
houses they passed -- the new modern ones; built into the shape of the 
ragged land, or the old weathered ones along the Connecticut shore, 
boasting widow walks and the appearance of solid permanency. 
11 It won't have to be large," Shelley said a hundred times. "I would 
like three bedrooms and two baths, though, if possible, and --" 
"Three bedrooms?" 
"Well, a maid's room --11 
"A maid?" He glanced at her with apprehension. "On an estimated 
five or six thousand a year -- e11:en in good years?" 
"I know, but just in case. It's nice to be prepared for luxuries. 
Even if we never get any, it's nice to be prepared. I mean it's nice to 
think that maybe II ... 
"Well, if it amuses you." And he fell silent awhile, wondering how 
much a maid would cost in a place like Bidley, Montana, wondering how 
much one actually paid for a three-bedroom house with tw9 baths. 
"And of course," Shelley went on, 11we'll need a terribly large living-
room. No dining-room, but an immense living room for my bridge parties 
and teas, and for the boys to drop in when you have your meetings?" 
11 Boys? rt He was puzzled. "Meetings?" 
IIWhy -- well, whatever boys you happen to join up with, of course. 
The Kiwanis or Rotary, or maybe the Elks or whatever you decide on." 
III hadn't thought of getting in with any boys." 
11 But you will, darling." She laughed. "It won't be like here at 
all, silly. Eve~body will be -- well, a particular individual. All 
different ages and backgrounds and -- well, a small town always has a 
cross-section of people, so you have a regular little world right there in 
a few square miles." 
uwe have that here." 
She looked at him slowly. "Here? ••• A regular world? 11 
"A shopping center, movie, swimming pools, schools. They're even 
going to build churches." 
"But Don, you don't really mean --" Then she laughed, knowing that 
of course he had no intention, not even a passing thought of staying on 
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in Camptown. She laughed very loud on those Sunday afternoons, and al-
ways, after a moment, Don laughed with her. Then when the laughter had 
died, he stared over the green painted hood, listened to the irritable 
ping of the tired engine, and wondered, musingly, how many raises he would 
need, how long it would take, staying on with Thw. Sloan, to be able to 
afford one of those new Oldsmobile convertibles -- with the rocket engines 
and the automatic clutches, with the fastest pick-ups of anything on the 
road. 
* * * * * 
Mr. Edgar J. Camp was seated in a Ford pick-up truck beside a member 
of his staff-- a small, sullen man named Jeff, who spent his busy eight 
hour days taking charge of 1~. Camp's laundry, cleaning his office, 
supplying paper cups to the water cooler, and thinking that . someday his 
boss might inadvertently let slip a few well-chosen words that would un-
witti ngly reveal the sure- fire key to wealth and power. When that moment 
arrived, Jeff would collect his salary check, steal two of Mr. Camp's 
cigars and strike out on his own . 
Now, under the personal supervision of the boss himself, Jeff was 
driving to the home of a Mr. and Mrs. Donald Cousins on Zebra Road, for the 
purpose of planting two rather wilted arbor-vitae bushes. He thought 
the trJp completely unnecessary, and Mr. Camp, with his ingenious abi lit y 
for reading other man's mind, knew exactly what Jeff was thinking. 
"I t's a matter of good will, " he explained jovially, 11 and that's one 
of the major concerns of a man like myself. Good will. Now other people 
can do the digging and haul the sand and lay the bricks , and even sign 
contracts and take care of the legal matters. But good will - - that 
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personal touch -- is the most ijilportant of all my duties." He fell silent 
for a moment or two, a long stretch for Mr. Camp. But he was concentrating, 
and had made it a strict rule never to talk while concentrating. Right at 
the moment he was concentrating on the houses along Zebra Road. He de-
cided they were very well kept up, a real credit to the town and the 
U.S.A. He decided also, that if he had. been a real estate pirate (or if 
he'd known as much in the beginning as he did now), he could have sold 
those houses for an easy thousand dollars more, and left out the Bendix 
washers besides. But what was done was done, and 1~. Camp was not a man 
to hold a grudge against the nice young veterans -- even though he often 
had the di.sturbing thought that they might be g-etting more for their money 
than their money was actually worth. 
"Over there on the right l 11 Jeff slowed down and pointed a wizened 
hand. "There's a house without any of them bushes." 
"Shrubs," lih'. Camp corrected him. "Arbor-vitae, Jeff." He motioned 
the driver to stop, then climbed out and moved up the Cousins' walk, 
t~~ing in the grounds with a practiced .eye. Except for the lack of 
shrubbery, that Cousins boy had done very well with his land. The lawn 
was raked, the windowa clean, and he'd even added a picket fence along 
the front. Yes, sir, Mr. Camp decided that Donald Cousins was the "high 
type" kind of person he wanted and needed in his town, and, accordingly, 
it would be a propitious move to keep the Coueinaea on-- sell them the 
house when their lease ran out next April, and make them regular old 
timers -- sort of show-pieces for the new prospective customers. 
This fondness for the Cousins was increased a thousandfold when M'r . 
Camp first set eyes on Shelley. Still 11 a young fellow with plenty of 
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salt," as he often described himself, his shrewd eye took in Shelley at a 
glance, and liked what it saw. If he hand't gone to Yale, Mr . Camp might 
have emitted a low whistle. As it was, he congratulated himself for 
having remembered the arbor-vitae shrubs. 
"Yes?" Shelley stood in the doorway, her eyes flicking from her 
landlord's beaming face to the two arbor-vitae bushes in the pick-up truck. 
"Can I help you?" 
"I've come to help you, Mrs . Cousins." Mr . Camp bowed gallantly, 
thanking God that he'd not discarded all of old Eli's la-de-da ways, and 
then, raising his eyes, he uttered the magic words. "I am Mr . Edgar J. 
Camp." 
Shelley raised her eyebrows. She said, "Well --11 then, realizing 
exactly how Mr. Camp preferred it, added, "this is certainly an honor." 
"The honor is all mine." Mr. Camp straightened. He held out a 
pudgy hand, touched Shelley's fingers, and announced, "Although I try to 
make it a practice to call on each and every one of our residents at some 
time during their stay here, this occasion is delightfully out of the 
ordinary, in that I've brought something along with me." He turned, 
nodded to Jeff, and flung out an arm. "Your shrubbery l 11 
"Shrubbery?" 
11 Your arbor-vitae. 11 
"Oh ••• " Then, as the point finally reached her straining mind, 11 0h, 
the bushesl" 
Mr . Camp winced. "Yes," he said, "the shrubbery. And the finest we 
have. I actually selected them myself." 
"Well, that 1 s certainly very nice. I --" She did not know quite 
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how to go on. But Mr. Camp solved the problem neatly. He did most of 
the talking himself. He leaned back against the doorframe, ran one hand 
affectionately over the green, warping lumber, and with the other, took 
in the entire length and breadth of Zebra Road. "I don't know as you can 
understand what these little excursions about the community do to me, 1~~. 
Cousins. Why I can remember back to the time when all this was only waste-
land, never touched by the hand of man. And now -- 11 
11 Now,u Shelley suggested, 11 now it's been touched by the. hand of man.n 
11Exactly. 11 He gave her a sharp glance, saw only innocence, and 
continued, expanding as he went. "Now there are thousands of nice young 
people living comfortably, yes, graciously on that barren waste. People 
like yourself -- young peopl~, ambitious people, with hopes and dreams 
with wonderful futures and clean minds and bright clear eyes of youth. 
Why, at this very second, on this very street II ... 
* * * * * 
At that very second on that very street ... 
Mamie Siler was opening the mail. There was an electric bill for 
$5.27, a special subscription offer from TIME MA.GAZI:t-J"E , a paper called 
THE NAVAL RESERVIST for Blair, and a copy of the BUFFALO NEWS that her 
family sent weekly, though she had long since stopped reading it. Mamie 
went through the mail twice, then returned to the porch and inspected the 
mailbox for the second time. She had overlooked nothing, and she felt 
now, that same overwhelming disappointment that always came to her each 
day when she inspected the mail and found nothing more than what she 
should normally expect. She did not know exactly what it was that she 
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anticipated from the mailman, but she knew that other people sometimes 
received very important news in the mail -- inheritance money sometimes, 
income tax refunds, news of winning contests, news of lost relatives who 
leave you thousands of dollars, letters from business men saying they've 
been watching your husband and would like to offer him a position 
starting at twenty-five thousand a year. The mail was a big thing in 
Mamie Siler's life. She worked hard all day with the children, and it 
did seem that someday -- someday --
Marjorie Little was making the following calculations: If a veteran 
started his National Life Insurance Policy in November of 1942, it would 
mean that in 1948 the Veteran's policy had been in effect for six years, 
or seventy-two months. Now, if that man held a ten thousand dollar policy, 
and was paid a dividend of fifty-five cents per thousand dollars of 
insurance per month, over that period of seventy-two months ••• Fifty-five 
multiplied by ten is five dollars and fifty cents. And five fifty 
multiplied by seventy-two comes to three hundred and ninety six dollars, 
which is, in any man's estimation, a tidy sum of money. 
Clo Morris turned from her kitchen window, through which she'd been 
watching Mr. Camp's rotund body braced against the Cousins' porch post, 
and switched on her washing machine with an angry gesture. Clo Morris 
was sick and tired, absolutely sick and tired of all this 11 You wait, 
baby" business that she'd been getting from Tom over the last two or 
three months. When they'd first married during the war, he'd been full of 1 
enthusiastic talk about ranch houses and terraces and a regular built-in 
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bar -- the kind of place where she could wear expensive house-coats, mix 
salads with a hand-carved wooden spoon, and have some use for her silver 
and the 11 How to be a Gracious Hostess" course she'd taken at Miss larson's 
school in Wilmington. 
Clo decided to give Tom until next summer before she made aQY definite 
move to crawl out of this life of slow stagnation. She decided that in 
the meantime she would find all the pleasures she could, in the way Tom 
was finding his, and she would worry about the consequences when she was 
past thirty-five and it did not matter aey longer. She felt better then. 
She glanced out the window again, saw Mr. Camp still standing there with 
Shelley, decided Shelley was really too healthily simply for a man like 
Don Cousins, and then, in a fit of sudden irritation, switched off the 
washing-machine. The following silence was oppressive. She decided to 
hang out the clothes later. She decided to have a very small drink. 
* * * * * 
Mr. Camp straightened and jerked himself back to reality, filing 
the postcard image of his town in the corner of his mind, from which it 
could be drawn out and dusted when next a fit of sentimentality chanced 
to overcome him. He beckoned to Jeff, who lowered the truck's tailboard 
and lifted out the two arbor-vitae shrubs. Shelley noticed that Jeff 
carried one in each arm without the lsightest effort. She noticed that 
the burlaps covering the earth and roots were larger than the shrubs 
themse 1 ve s • 
"Now, Mrs. Cousins -- where would you like the shrubbery?" 
She avoided Mr. Camp's eyes. "Well, I really -- 11 
"Of course you'd like to confer with your husband about the matter. 
150 
It's only natural to have a family conference regarding the landscaping 
of one's grounds, but I'm sure w~. Cousins will be delighted with any 
place you select." 
"Well --11 She turned and studied the lot, from the house itself down 
to the picket fence such a short distance away. The ground was absolutely 
flat, barren of any green whatsoever, save for a few valient blades of 
witchgrass that had survived the summer drought. She glanced along the 
street at the rows of other houses, all with their two bushes set neatly 
on either side of the door. She wracked her brain. She let her imagina-
tion run wild, thinking of every possible location for the pathetic little 
shrubs. She selected and considered and rejected, until, after moments 
of deep thought, while Jeff stodd by impatiently and Mr. Camp watched her 
with the benefactor's special pride, she had narrowed the possibilities 
down to one. 
"Decided?" Mr. Camp beamed . 
"Yes, I I think they'd look very well if we put one on each side 
of the front door. 11 
"Exactly what I was thinking ! 11 Mr. Camp was relieved. He had 
f ervently prayed that Mrs. Cousins would not upset the neat regularity of 
the town's landscaping. He motioned to Jeff to start digging. "After all, 
Mrs. Cousins, with a regular porch t ype house like this, those shrubs 
sort of set it off, don 't you think? They give a touch of warmth -- a 
touch of welcome to the doorway." 
"Yes ••• I suppose they do." 
11 And I 1 m sure IV!r . Cousins will be delighted vv'i th your choice, con-
sidering how anxious he was for me to bring the shrubs around. " 
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IIAnxious?" Shelley glanced up, her eyes puzzl ed . 
"When he came to my office." 
11 Your office? 11 
"Of course . " Mr. Camp laughed at the memory. "A fine husband you 
have there, Mrs. Cousins. Talks a lot of nonsense, of course , about going 
out West somewhere to start a little busi nes s or something. But he'll 
get over that. So don't you worry about it. I was like that myself once 
- - always wanting to run away somewhere. But I got over it, and so will 
he . So don 't you worry your pretty head about it." 
"No ••• No, I won't worry." But she spoke automatically. Her eyes 
watched Jeff's stooped back, his calloused hands digging a hole on either 
side of the doorway. Her ears heard the click of the shovel striking 
stones . But her mind, at that moment, was standing quite still. 
A moment later Jeff straightened, his work completed, ambled back 
t o the truck , and tossed the shovel in back. He got into the cab, and 
Mr. Camp noting the sun was almost down, made his goodbyes. 
"It certai nly has been a pleasure, Mrs. Cousins." 
"Yes ••• And thank you - - for the shrubbery·" 
"Nothing at all. Only your due, that's all. Just your due." He 
winked. "And tell your husband to get those crazy ideas out of his head. 
There's no place like New York for success . And I guess I'm the fellow 
to prove it." He laughed then. nyes, sir, just look at me. Not that I 
mean to brag, mind you, but still and all -- 11 
Shelley looked at Mr. Camp. She watched him go down the walk and 
heave his bulk into the truck. She watched his waving hand and saw the 
evening sun making a patch: of u ·ght on his balding head. Then she glanced 
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down at the little bushes on either side of the door. She stood motion-
less, staring at them, seeing them as something mean and evil. In a 
moment she turned, went into the house, and slammed the door. 
But Mr. Camp driving happily away, had already turned his mind to 
other things. He reached into his pocket, drew out a notebook, and jo~ted 
down the name 11 McDermoti'. He 1 d called on them before, but had never caught 
them at home. They were gone now, too, as the closed door and windows 
attested. And he wondered idly, as he drove off through the twisting 
streets, if they ever really came home at all. 
* * * * * 
"Really --11 Marion Phalen was drinking a frozen daiquiri. She 
curled her lips over the straw. "Really, Henry, this hide and seek busi-
ness is awfully annoying." 
11 Maybe I 1m just not the sa voir fa ire type. 11 
II You talk as though you are. Some of your stories -- 11 
"That was during the war. It . was different then." 
"Frankly, I don 1 t see -- 11 
"You don't see my point of view. That's exactly what you don't see. 
All you see is that we keep having these little tet-a-tetes at lunch and 
for cocktails, and nothing ever domes of it and nothing ever will." 
"Why doesn't something come of it, Henry7 11 She dropped her liquid 
eyes. "I always thought flyers were so -- well -- devil-may-car." 
11 That 1 s because you --11 Suddenly Henry raised his owneyes, and 
suddenly he realized something he'd never really thought of before. 
Marion was only twenty. That meant that in '41, when the war started, 
she was twelve, and still just turned sixteen when it ended. She had 
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missed it. Only by a hair, but still she had missed it, and belonged, as 
it were, to an entirely different generation, that could not now -- could 
never really understand. "Look," he said, "look, Marion -- I'm old. May-
be that's the trouble. I'm getting old." 
"You love your wife, and that's the trouble." 
"Well -- 11 
"So why do you see me at all?" 
''I don't know. I just damn'd well don't know." He studied his 
fingernails and thought it had something to do with a part of himself that 
lay among the wreckage of a Thunderbolt scrap heap. He thought it had 
some connection with the fact that she was twenty, and once Clarisse had 
been twenty and hadn't given a hoot for much of anything either. He 
thought it had something to do with the fact that before the war he'd been 
a pretty good second-string half-back at Dartmouth (A small place, but 
we love it), and something to do with Mr. Lauder and his lousy six fifty 
shirts, with this tweed suit that was rough and uncomfortable and always 
had been since one November day in '45, and something to do with a Mr. 
Edgar J. Camp, who was trying to run his life, who had tricked him into 
cobblers benches and old milking stools and a television set with one 
knob control -- with a place in the sun that had somehow, in the past 
few years, managed to creap very stealthily into increasing shade. "I 
don't know," he said. 
Marion leaned forward. Her breasts were pushed in by the edge of 
the table. But Henry did not notice. His eyes flickered about the room, 
finally returned to settle on the condemning hands of his water-proof watch 
11 0h, my God, the train.' s already left~ 11 
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* * * * 
Clarisse was quite undismayed by the fact that once again Henry had 
failed to meet her at the station. She stood slightly apart from the 
gathering Westchester crowd, one eye on the clock, the other on the tired, 
bravely laughing commuters. And when the station clock showed 5:35, she 
strode down the ramp without another backward glance. 
Seated on the train, only four seats away from Tom Morris, Clarisse 
tried very hard to feel pain or resentment, or at least some twinge of 
curiosity. But her mind remained open, uncolored by emotion. All she 
felt, in fact, was a deep, nearly pleasant apathy, that kind of resigned 
peace that comes eventually to a man stranded on an inescapable ocean 
rock, who watches the tide move inexorably closer with every wave. She 
had visited Dr. Link again that noontime, explained many things, and even 
formed new hopes. Yet the hopes without Henry, were utterly useless, as 
was her job with Krinker and Gold, as was her house and its meticulous 
furnishings -- as was herself and Henry and the two of them together. 
And it was this feeling of mutual hopelessness that acted so effectively . 
as a blam for any jealousy or resentment she might feel toward Henry. 
She supposed he was tied up at the store with Atr. Lauder, out with a friend 
-- even a woman, perhaps -- or a girl, perhaps. Somehow it did not really 
matter, since any indelicate move of Henry's would be a direct result of 
the failure of their 11 togetherness11 • She loved Henry, and knew instinct-
ivly that he loved her also. At another time, when their love might be 
passionate again, perhaps some feeling of jealousy might possibly arise. 
She had known moments like that with Henry-- painfUl love, unbearable 
anger, gnawing jealousy and desire. Yet now, thinking back, she realized 
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that even though she and Henry may not have been 11 right11 at those moments, 
they were at least bound together. Now they were joined by a fragile 
thread. Now, in her aloneness, she would have welcomes Jealousy with 
open arms. 
Clarisse had been studying the reflection of her own face in the 
train's dirty window. The seat beside her was empty, and she had noticed, 
half-consciously, that the seat beside Tom Morris was empty also. She 
had felt Tom's eyes watching her, and had realized, too, that there was 
a planned design in the fact that he did not join her. At first she 
would have welcomed his company, found an odd, reluctant pleasure in 
hearing his broad laugh, watching the confidence of his hands as they 
might cup a match to light her cigarette. But now she preferred to avoid 
him. He had looked at her a moment too long. He had not shifted his 
seat quite soon enough to keep their relationship that of commuter and 
commuter, of worker and worker, of neighbor and neighbor. She saw him 
rise. She psuhed closer toward the window, then smiled in quiet relief 
when she noticed Marvin Shultz moving Elown the aisle, stopping, hesitating, 
finally slipping into the seat beside Tom, who sat down again, still 
looking at her. She smiled and waved, but he turned his head away. 
iiWell --" Marvin squirmed on the leather seat and set his brief-
case on the floor between his legs. "Looks like winter's coming, all 
right." 
"Yeah ••• " Tom stared out the window, but kept his voice pleasantly 
polite. It was not that he disliked Marvin Shultz, but only that he had 
never bothered to consider the fact that Marvin actually existed in the 
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world. To Marvin, conversation was an effort -- words must have meaning. 
He knew about Marvin, all right, even though he didn't actually know him. 
Briefly, he knew exactly enough; he did not chose to know any more. 
Marvin was what Tom though of as a leech. Not a financial leech, not a 
social one in the sense of being a climber -- not the kind of leech who 
consciousl y takes something from someone else. Except time and effort. 
Marvin was a leech who sucked time and effort from other people. He sold 
waxed paper for a living, and for want of anything else to say, made 
remarks about how wax~d paper was employed as a protective covering for 
raisin bread. He took an extension course at NYU two nights a week, where 
he wa s studying Public Relations under the GI bill, and he often started 
a conversation about the relationships of employer and employee or of 
talesman and buyer. And worst of. all, he had once, while attending Ohio 
State University, seriously considered becoming a writer. Tom knew little 
about creative writers, and even less about the defeated ones. He 
supposed Marvin dreamed of writing because it gave him an opportunity to 
express himself in print -- something he was unable to do vocally, and 
also because Marvin was probably a little cracked anyway. Tom believed 
that all writers were slightly balmy , with the possible exception of 
Octavius Roy Cohen, who wrote straight-on entertainment stories that were 
not sluttered up with all that literary foolishness. 
So Marvin Shultz was a man to be ignored, and Tom made a supreme 
effort in that direction. He looked out the window and saw the reflection 
of Marvin's round moon f ace, his thick, curly hair, his body, squat like 
his wife's, and his mouth, the lower lip protruding slightly bey ond the 
upper. He watched the landscape and he watched Marvin, and wished it were 
I 
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Clarisse's reflection there in the window-- lips that were soft and red, 
and eyes that looked back into his with perhaps something more than 
timidity and ingratiating awe. 
" You know, I -- well , I 1ve often thought of -- well, calling on you, 11 
11arvin was saying. 11 At your office, I mean. To sort of get the lay-out." 
He used the slang with that awkwardness common to people who are not quite 
at home with it, but feel it puts others more at ease. "Since I 'm studying 
Public Relations at NYIT , you know, and -- 11 
"Yes, I know." 
"I thought maybe you might give me a lead to something or other, so 
I could get out of the waxed paper business when I'm through with the 
course." 
"Well, it's pretty tough business, advertising, and Public Relations 
is not exactly --" 
"I know, but it 's just a question of a lead, you see, and--" 
"Well --" And then something happened to Tom Morris. He said, "Sure, 
come around some time. Maybe I can give you a contact or two." And 
after he's said it, he wondered himself what had prompted the generosity. 
The rest of the journey was passed in silence. l'!iarvin was afraid 
that one wrong word might cause Tom to change his mind, and Tom, his lips 
puckered, he brow furrowed, was t~tnking of Clarisse, and wondering, in 
surprise, why he was not more enchanted wi th t he wonderful good luck that 
had befallen him only three hours before on that very same afternoon. 
At Camptown Depot Marvin followed Tom down the aisle at a respectful 
distance, and did not accept a ride home: in his convertible until Tom 
had invited him twice, the second time in a hurried way. For Tom was 
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already pushing through the crowd, taking Clarisse Is arm, saying, "C ome 
on, the car's right over here." He opened the door for her, and once 
behind the wheel, adjusted the mirror so tha he could see her face in 
the glass without having to look at Marvin, too, who sat on the outside 
by the door. Once or twice he smiled into the mirror, but each time 
Clarisse only gazed back at him with a steady directness that carried no 
meaning whatsoever. He had, on occasion, seen something else in those 
eyes. At parties, sometimes, when everyone was drinking, and at other 
fleeting moments, when her eyes had e.ppeared glazed and soft and careless -
times when she must have been drinking heavily-- alone. 
11Where's Heil!'y1 11 He pushed on the brake as he pulled up to a stop-
light. His knee touched hers and was aware of the contact. "Working 
tonight?" 
11 Yes ••• He's working. " 
" Marvin said, "Usually I go to NYU these nights, but the instructor's 
got German measles." 
Clarisse turned to Marvin and inquired after his course, and Tom said 
nothing during the rest of the drive. He knew, as well as she did, that 
conversation with Marvin, though deliberately polite, was also a deliberate 
excuse to avoid answering any further questions. 
At Clarisse's house Marvin got out, gave the girl his arm, then 
closed the door. "I'll walk from here," he said. 11 It will save your 
turning around." 
Tom nodded. He'd had no intention of driving as far as Marvin's 
house anyway. 
11 Thanks, 11 Marvin said , then began another sentence, thought better 
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of it, and said nothing . 
Clarisse smiled goodbye and moved across her lawn toward Jenney's 
playyard, and Marvin walked beside her, still talking about his course 
at NYU, waving his arms and walking sideways like a fat, enthusiastic 
crab. 
Tom drove the few hundred feet to his own doorway, switched off the 
ignition, slipped the key into his pocket, stepped out, and reached in 
the back seat for his briefcase. His eyes, looking over the door, saw 
Clarisse leaning against the gate of Jenney's play area. She stood perfec 
ly motionless, looking first into the yard and then at Marvin, who seemed 
to be shrinking away from her. Tom placed his briefcase back in the car 
and closed the door, still watching the scene across the street. Marvin 
was talking now, waving his arms frantically; and Clarisse 1 s slumped 
body was tense, like a tightened spring. 
Tom walked toward them across the street. Neither of them looked up 
until he was very cl ose. Then suddenly Marvin's head jerked around and 
he laughed and said, "Maybe Tom will take one. I .mean there really isn't 
any problem, and -- 11 His voice dropped and his hands fumbled in the air. 
Then he t urned and walked fast .across the lawn, down the street toward 
home. At the end he was almost rurin1ng. 
Clarisse, when Tom moved closer, did not appear to see him. Her 
hands were clenched on the gate's pickets, the veins showing blue, the 
skin white and taut, as though the flesh would burst through at any mo-
ment. Her eyes, when she finally looked at him, had lost all brightness; 
the pupils had widened and all but disappeared, until there was no focal 
point to look at, no exact center to her eyes at all, so that it was im-
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possible to tell whether she was really looking at him,or only turning her 
eyes in his direction. Tom had, at that moment, the uneasy feeling that 
he was watching someone become impossibly drunk in a matter of only a few 
seconds, without even a drop of alcohol to help him along. 
"Clarisse ••• 11 
She gi ggled and he moved closer. He looked over the fence and saw 
Jenney , lying on her side, peacefully nursing four spotted, droop-eared 
puppies. 
"Well, for -- t" He laughed. "Puppies! She's gone and had puppies~" 
"Jenney Van Krupter of Rittenhaus. 11 Clarisse giggled again, pushed 
off from the fence, wavered, then steadied herself and moved through the 
playyard toward the picture windows. Tom walked behind her. He noticed 
that she did not look at the puppies again. She was murmuring to herself, 
saying , "Jenney Van Shultz of Zebra Road," laughing and saying it again, 
naming all the puppies. "Marvin and Norma and Herman and 11 She looked 
at Tom, shaking her head. "Their dog's name ••• It's __ n 
11 Mike. 11 
11 1\fike Van krupter of --11 
"Look, Clarisse ••• 11 
"I 1 m looking. I 1m looking , looking, looking . 11 She wandered into the 
bathroom, and Tom could hear water being turned on in the basin. He sat 
on the sectional sofa and tried to understand, and knew only that he was 
seeing Clarisse McDermot 1 s body, but could not locate her mind. The 
---
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to the cold water, and she did not seem to care whether it was buttoned 
again or not. She came close to him, wavered, and Tom put his arm around 
her waist to support her. Her face was close then, her lips slightly 
parted, and he felt his own heart pounding hard inside him. He found his 
hands squeezing into the flesh of her back, and he found, suddenly, with 
trembling awe, that she did not resist. 
Tom Morris lifted Clarisse in his arms and carried her into the bed-
room. He laid her on the bed, took off her shoes, noticed her dress 
t wisted and rumpled beneath her, and finally slipped it off over her head. 
He hung it in the revolvi11..g closet, then turned back to the bed. He wet 
his lips, felt blood in his head, and bit hard on his lower lip. He 
remembered thinking of Clarisse this way many times before, remembered the 
strange affi nity there'd always been between them, and knew, now, at this 
very moment, that nothing mattered to her at all. Regardless of what 
happened now, by tomorrow she would probably have forgotten. 
Clarisse was smiling. "Come here, Tom." 
He moved closer, braced himself against the edge of the bed. She 
beckoned him down further, then breathed gently in his face. "Liquor, 
Tom? You smell liquor,Tom?" 
His mouth was an inch from hers. II ... " No He stared into her eye s, 
clenched his fists, and straightened suddenly. "Puppies, Clarisse l rey-
God, just four little puppi es, and you 1 d think the world had fallen in! 11 
"Cocker ~paniels." 
"So what? Does it hurt Jenney? Does it change anything? Does it 
make any r eal difference? Is it any reason to go getting hysterical? Is 
it any reason to act like a weak-livered baby, just because your stupid 
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mutt went and had herself some puppies?" 
"Jenney is not stupid and she's not a mutt~" 
11 Mutt, mutt, mutt,, pooch, hound, dog! I like them, too, you know, 
but I don't get emotional about them. I don't think. the world revolves 
around them, and when one has mongrel puppies, I think it's sort of fun. 
Not as if some woman had four mongolian idiots. 11 He paused. "And not 
even as if somebody' s child was almost killed in a packing box." He 
stalked to the window, looked toward the Silers' house, then swung back 
and found Clarisse sitting up in bed. She was still half naked, but now 
her arms were crossed over her breast. Now she was crying, quietly, 
without tears. 
"You have children, Tom. Two children ••• Two. 11 
11 Sure ••• " 
"You're not even sorry for me." 
"I 1m never sorry for anyone •11 
She paused. "Will you get me my dress, Tom?" 
He went to the closet and returned with her dress. She slipped it 
over her shoulders and buttoned it all the way to the neck. 
11 Now • • • Get the hell out of that bed b~fore I start getting in it ! u 
II You 1 re not even sorry --11 
11 And take care of those puppies! If you're giving them away , I'll 
take one. 11 
"Tom II ... 
"And stop the God damn'd foolishness l The next time you act like 
that around me, you know what 1 ll happen, don't you?" 
"Yes ••• 11 
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"I' m not the kind of guy who likes to stand around in a woman 1 s bed-
room talking -- and especially yours." He started toward the door, stopped 
and looked back. She was standing at her dressing table brushing her 
hair. Suddenly she was the same as always, and suddenly he found himself 
feeling the same as always , wanting her as he always had, thinking up 
little schemes to approach her. 
She must have known, for she laughed and said, "I've always sort of 
admired your coarseness, Tom, but this is the first time I've ever really 
liked it." 
"You look after those puppies. 11 
"Did you know I can't have children, Tom?" 
II 
••• 
"You thought it was because of Henry, didn't you?" 
"I didn't - 11 
11Well, I'll look after the puppies." She walked by him, through 
the l iving- room and out to the yard. 
Tom drew a deep breath and followed. At the gate he said, 11 So long, 
honey," and kept on going , across the street and up the walk and into the 
security of his own kitchen. 
* * * * * 
One hour later Norma Shultz said, "You can bet your life she wouldn't 
have acted like that if it had been anybody else's dog. It's not Jfike 
she's blaming. It's us because we happen to exist." 
"Well 11 Marvin thought about it. Finally he said, "Maybe we're 
misjudging everybody. Now you take that Tom Morris - - 11 
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"He actually invited me to drop up to his office someday. May even 
give me a lead OI' two. So I think maybe -- 11 
"Well, maybe some of them are all right. Shelley Cousins, maybe.n 
"Shelley Cousins?" 
"You know how Herman's getting - - sort of curious, I mean. Well, 
Herman told V/endy Cousins some wild stories about where babies come from, 
and Shelley called me up and t alked it over like a real civilized being. 
Now that's what I call neighborly." 
"That's what I 11 
11 And Marvin-.,... I think it's time you straightened Herman out. After 
all, itis a father's duty." 
And an hour later , Henry McDermot, head bowed in repentence, crept 
up his front walk , through the kitchen, and into the living-room. He 
found Clarisse sitting in the middle of a string rug, playing with four 
black and white puppies that had the heads of boxers and the ears of 
cocker spaniels. He said, 11 My Godl 11 then knelt down beside her. 
"They 're Jenney's," Clarisse said . 
"Why , t hey 're wonderfull 11 He lost interest soon after, however, and 
started, two or three times, to explain why he had missed the early train. 
But Clarisse seemed so blissfully content that he decided not to upset her. 
An hour after that, Blair Siler trudged wearily downstairs from his 
second floor, closing the trap-door behind him. ~fumie was seated in a 
creaking maple rocker, reading the third installment of a magazine serial 
-- something about a girl who wanted to be on the stage, but never could 
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get a real break unless she slept with this certain powerful producer. 
She wouldn't, though, because she came from a nice family and had gone 
to Bryn Mawr, where she'd learned not to do things like that. 
Mamie looked up from her reading. 11 By golly, I would ! '' 
IIYou would what?" 
"If I'd gone to Bryn Mawr and could be a great actress, only I had 
to sleep with a producer to get a decent break, by golly I'd sleep with 
him all right." 
"It 1 11 be another two or three weeks before I'm really finished up 
there. 11 
11Did you hear what I said, Blair? I said you can't take me so much 
for granted as you do most of the time. Why) anything could happen. 
With all the men around here and with you gone all day -- 11 
"I was sort of wondering what I'd do wh,en I get the upstairs finished 
up there ." 
11 Well --" Mamie thought about it. Finally she said, 11 You can take 
the car engine all apart, can't you? 11 
"I've done that before." 
"And I've read stories like this before, too.'' 
11 I don't get the point ." 
11 Why, when this serial ends, I'll just-- begin another one ." 
After one more hour, Tom Morris was still making explanations. 
"Jenney had puppies. I 1ve been telling you all night. And I went in for 
a minute to look at them. 11 
11 If she had puppies today, I still don't see how Clarisse could have 
known about it before --11 
"Look --" He spoke between his teeth. "She went to the gate with 
Marvin. She looked in the yard. She saw the puppies. I was getting out 
of the car. You saw me yourself through the kitchen window. She beckoned 
--" 
11 She did not beckon." 
11Wi th her eyes, then __ n 
"I can imagine ! I 1ve seen those eyes, and --11 
11 All right ! All right, all right, all right 111 Tom experimented with 
diplomacy. He put his arms around Clo, pulled her close, and kissed her 
behind the ear. "The important thing, though, is about Joe Noonan, isn't 
it? I mean about how he's going to the Cleveland office for good next 
week, and how I'm going to substitute for him till they find another 
manager." He pulled Clo down beside him on the sofa. She purred like a 
cat, and he stroked her that way-- like a cat. 11 So that's why I've got 
to keep in good with the upper office, and --" He paused, thinking of 
Doris Womer, thinking of how very soft and pliable she had been that night 
he had made the last final move toward Joe Noonan's job, thinking of how 
she had looked afterwards, brushing her hair, smoking a cigarette, trying 
to act like this sort of thing happened with her all the time, when he 
knew very well that it didn't. She had stood off, as it were, and seen 
the whole thing as an experience to be remembered carefully , and written 
down someday in her memoirs. Why, if it hadn't been important to his work, 
he wouldn't even have --
Clo said, 11Why don't they give you that job now? Why do you have to 
be just temporary?" 
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"Because that's the way they do things, that's all. This Ben Stu;nper 
of Brite-lite will be coming to town in about a month, and if I can pull 
a full page add out of him for the Christmas issue, then-- well, I'm all 
set. The way I see it, the job will be mine -- solid •11 
Clo laughed. 11 0ne little add ! 11 
"It's not," Tom explained, 11 how important Brite-lite is in itself, 
but how much progress a fellow can make in selling the smaller companies. 
Any fool can get a full-page from American Tobacco or Coca Cola. But 
try getting a full-page from Brite-lite, who don't have a big advertising 
allowance, and don't even have an agency to represent them. Just try 
that! 11 
"Yes, I see-- it's how much you can do with a little." 
"And that's what makes or breaks a man." 
Then they were silent awhile. Clo snuggled even closer, beginning 
to see that house on Oak Knoll Ridge as an actuality. And Tom, staring 
over her head at two crossed Nazi swords that hung on the wall over the 
fireplace, wondered idly what had gotten into him today. First Marvin, 
asking him to drop up to the office; then Clarisse -- actually doing her 
some good, when his intentions had always been strictly dishonorably; 
and now Clo, whom he was treating patiently and tenderly, stroking her 
hair like a teen-age kid with his very best girl. He decided it all had 
something to do with the closeness of Joe Noonan's job. He decided that 
once he'd sold Ben Stumper and the job was clinched, then he would prob-
ably be kinder still. He decided that money and power, rather than making 
tyrants of men, can actually give them more sympathy and compassion for 
the little people. Once a man has trampled on enough others to reach his 
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goal, and once that goal is secure from the assaults of underlings -- then 
perhaps he has time to pause and look down a little; perhaps he has time, 
in his impregnability, to spend a moment or two showing sympathy for the 
jerks who fell along the wayside. 
An hour later Shelley Cousins flipped the pages of an encyclopedia, 
ran her finger down a column, paused, and began reading aloud. 11 ••• Bor-
dered on the north by Canada, on the east qy the Dakotas, on the south by 
Wyoming and Idaho ... the capital is Helena ••• traversed by the rugged and ' 
picturesque Rocky Mountains and the Bitter Root Range ••• the highest 
summit is Granite Peak (12,850 ft.) ••• the climate is dry, healthful, 
and invigorating ••• On June 25, 1876, occurred the disastrous fight 
between General Custer and the Sioux Indians under Sitting Bull on the 
Little Big Horn River ••• 11 
Wendy cried sharply. She laid down the volume, went into the bunk-
room, and bent over the crib. "What's the matter, sugar?" 
Wendy sat up and waved her arms. "Big car come. Smashl 11 
"What?" 
"Wendy in box, and big car come -- and smash!" She pounded the side 
of the crib. 
11 0h ••• 11 Shelley laughed. "You're having a bad dream, honey." 
"Not a dream. A real car and --" 
"It was only a dream, sugar, and if you go back to sleep now, you 
won't even remember it again." She tucked the child in and went back to 
the living-room. Don was slumped in a chair, dozing . "Adream," she said. 
"All about a car running over a box and she was in the box-- something like 
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that". 
"Kids have the craziest imaginations," Don said. He picked up a 
magazine and flipped the pages idly. But he was not reading, only looking 
for something to do. It bad been that way all night, each finding little 
tasks, groping for little words, never quite getting together. He knew 
why, and he knew that Shelley knew, and he knew now that the first words 
would have to be his. "All right," he said. 
"All right, honey?" 
"The arbor-vitae bushes came, and -- 11 
"Shrubs, darling •11 
"All right, shrubs. I saw them coming up the walk ." 
"Did you, darling?'" 
"And they told you I ordered thaJ} and now you 1 re sore because I 
didn't tell you about it, and you're looking for a reason." 
"Is there a reason, darling?" 
11 No, and will you please stop calling me 11 darling11 ?" I just forgot, 
that 1 s all." 
"That's bad, honey-- you ought to see a doctor about that. I mean 
forgetting things is really dangerous sometimes, and --" 
"And if you'll look in our savings account, you'll find more than 
three thousand dollars, which is damn near enough to buy the whole Big 
Little Horn Riveer. 11 
"The Little Big Horn." 
"Anyway, it's almost enough." He stood up, flung down the magazine, 
and wandered toward the kitchen • . "So for heavens sake, don't act so 
suspicious." 
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" ••• The leading products are now copper, petroleum, zinc and coal. 
Graphite, gypsum, tungsten, lead and manganese ore are also important ••• " 
And one final hour later, the day ended. In some distant village a 
clock struck t welve. But it was the only sound. For Jenney did not bark 
that night. She'd had an unusually busy day. 
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SIXTY.:..EIGHT PERCENT GRAIN NETITRAL SPIRITS 
There were two opposing voices in "the fastest growing town in the 
world." One, THE CAMPI'OWN COURIER, published every Tuesday, stood for 
freedom of the press, the good of the community , and better roofing insu-
lation. I t was anti-1~. Camp. The other weekly, known as THE VOICE OF 
CAMP, had at one time been called THE DISPATCH. That, however, was before 
Mr . Camp disapproved of various editorial policies, and forthwith, to stop 
any further upstart nonsense, bought the paper out-right for a tidy sum, 
appo:i.nted his own editor, and changed the paper's name. Now, as THE VOICE 
OF CA~W , it's editorial policy was as consistent, perhaps, as that of any 
paper in America. The 11 Voice 11 stood for freedom of the owner and lower 
building costs. It was pro-Mr. Camp. 
The COURIER, however, always printed the liveliest news. It was here 
one read heated editorials insisting that screens and storm windows were 
technically 11 house fixtures", and should, by all rights, be included along 
with the original price of the houses. It was here that many guest writers 
offered their views on transportation facilities, the school system (the 
Town's high school held nine students, the first grade over a thousand), 
and the quality of the shrubbery. It was here that the most personals 
were printed, and where, in late October, the following item appeared on 
page three, under the heading "New Residents": "Mr. and r.~s. Blair Siler 
of 23 Zebra Road, announce the birth of their daughter, Sarah Ann, born 
October 17th at the South Westchester Communities Hospital. Sarah Ann 
weighed six pounds two ounces. The Silers have an older son, Bertram, 
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five, and a daughter, El oise , aged fourteen months. Mother and daughter 
are now at home on Zebra Road, where both are doing well." 
Mar jor ie Little turned the page and read a fierce indictment of w~5 
Camp's policy of trying to cut building costs by laying the copper flash-
ing on his roofs only six inches from the gutters, thereby allowing ice 
t o back up in winter time, melt, and leak down the walls. She was not 
quite sure what copper flashing actually was, but agreed that .if, being 
only six inces wide, it caused water to leak into the living-room walls, 
it should certainly be condemned. And with this constructive thought, 
she folded the COURIER and picked up the VOICE OF CA!P. There, on the 
first page, was a picture of the type of house Jl/lr. Camp was going to 
build in the newly-started Fowl Section. The ground had already been 
broken j_n the Southwest corner of town, and the first section of. houses 
would be ready for occupancy in early spring. They would contain "each 
and every attractive fe ature" of the older houses, with "added features" 
that would contribute to even more gracious living than the town's 
residents were already enjoying. An outdoor barbecue pit would go with 
each home. Also, there would be an outside hose connection in the back 
as well as the front, and instead of seven distinct models, there would 
be nine, including not only the 11 full- porch" and 11 half- porch" types, but 
a "three-quarter" porch model that would be wide enough to hold both a 
rocking and straightback chair for those who preferred sitting outdoors 
facing the street where they could watch the cars go by, to sitting in 
back, where they could admire the lazy turning of clothes reels. Further-
more, the '50 House of Camp would contain built-in bookcases. 
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Marjorie laid down the paper and glanced at her own still unfilled 
bookshelves that Fred had built with his own hands. They were very nice, 
she thought, but actually they were not 11 built-in11 at all. More built 
out than in. Her eyes narrowed and her brain turned slowly, gathering 
speed as it went . If they put their name in early for one of those new 
houses, and if they got somewhere near their original investment back --
She shook her head, and tried hard to concentrate on another column, 
11 The Callings of Camp," where she found a brief item concerning one of 
her closest neighbors. "The father of our town paid a visit not long ago 
to the home of the Donald:·Cousins at 20 Zebra Road. JI..Tr . Cousins is employ-
ed by the Acme Life Insurance Company of Hartford. He recently moved to 
Camptown from Boston, where he was also employed by Acme Life ••• 11 
* * * * * 
Mr. Sloan of Acme Life stood looking out the window , his hands clasped 
behind his back. A small, fidgity man, Mr. Sloan had that bird~like way 
about him that de notes men who have made a success of their lives by keep-
ing their noses to an extremely narrow grindstone. Mr . Sloan had been 
weaned by the Acme Life Insurance Company, starting out as an office boy 
during college summer vacations. Now, at fifty-eight, he was a fourth 
vice-president. He was an actuary, a member of the American Legion, and a 
determined family man. He understood a great deal about Life Insurance, 
a little about people, and nothing about anything else. In the specialized 
world of the 20th Century, D~. Sloan was an efficient cog. Should the 
machinery ever break down, leaving him in a world where people disdained 
organized security, and acted in such ways that their instincts, yearnings, 
and inclinations to slip in bathtubs could not be measured by slide rules, 
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he would be at a total loss ~~ incapable, in fact, of sheer survival. He 
had chosen his master and served him well. Earning forty thousand dollars 
a year, he had little time to read any matter that did not contain a 
certain amount of very small print, He had, in fact, been accused at times 
of feeling that a~y matter that did not contain small print was not on~y 
inaccurate, but probably subversive as well. 
Don understood Mr. Sloan. He'd gotten along with him from the first 
day, and the mistakes he'd made had been the right mistakes -- the kind 
that ~T . Sloan expected and was able to correct. In short, Don had been 
an apt, willing pupil of Mr. Sloan himself. He was, accordingly, in Mr. 
Sloan's near-sighted eyes, an up-and-coming young man. 
It was a long time before Mr. Sloan turned from · the window. His 
hands opened and closed, and the afternoon sun shone through the wisps of 
his thin hair. His half-turned face was unwrinkled, nearly babyish, and 
the light made changing patterns on his rimless glasses . Finally he 
coughed and hopped about to face Don, cocking his head like a robin that 
hears the faint movement of a worm in soft earth. "I db appreciate your 
coming to me, Mr . Cousins. And -- I do want to understand your problem, 
although , to be truthful with you, I can't see why any problem should 
exist." He glanced at the letter in Don' s hand, nodded, and went on. 
"Your friend in Montana has just wrltten to say that an office will be 
vacant this coming spring? He wants you to go into partners~ip with him, 
dealing in Real Estate and Insurance?" 
11 Yes, sir." 
"And you feel that this business-- this very risky small business, 
is what you would like to dedicate your life to? 11 
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"Well -- 11 Don fidgeted in his seat. He had thought that by speaking 
to Mr . Sloan now, well in advance of spring, he would be acting fairly 
of Bidley, Montana ~ and, incidentally, taking out insurance against the loss 
Once he had informed Mr. Sloan of his intended departure, it would be 
nearly impossibly to change his mind. He'd thought that then, only a few 
hours ago when Ned's letter had arrived. Now he was not so sure but that 
he should have waited. 
"Please understand, Mr . Cousins, that I shall not t ry to influence 
your decision through any personal motive I may have. It is true that I 
do like your work, and -- well, I have had plans for you . There are men 
who must sell all their lives because that is what they're most fitted to 
do. In your case -- well, frankly, I've been thinking seriously of keep-
ing you in the office -- sort of -- well, learning to manage the other 
salesmen. 11 
" .Managing?" Don said. 11 In the office? 11 he said. 
11 Not right away, of course. But you 're young and you 've learned a 
lot. You have tact and you're likeable. We can teach a man a job, 
Cousins, but we can't teach him to be likeable. And a man who handles 
other .men, men older than himself, must have tact, and must be likeable. 
That's why I-- why I've spent so much time with you since your transfer 
here. You have the qualities I'm looking for-- all you need is a little 
more molding. 11 
He was silent, turning his back once more . Don watched him and though · 
about the molding, and wondered if the mold would be shaped like that of 
Mr. Sloan himself. 11 0f course," he said, "of course I had no idea -- 11 
11 0f course not. And that's why I'm glad you came to me. Some men 
come with much the same problem you have, and I'm forced to tell them that 
in my opinion they will go no further in this company. · In your case -- 11 
He shrugged. 111 think, l'v1r. Cousins, that continuing in the manner you've 
shown to date, that you can go a very long way with us." 
Don did not answer. He looked ou the window at the late afternoon 
sun, and he clutched Ned's letter even tighter in his hand. There was a 
swimming confusion in his mind, a feeling that 11r. Sloan was actually 
against him. The words were for him, but somehow Iv1r. Sloan was gathering 
hidden forces against him. 
"You don't like insurance?" Mr. Sloan spoke into the window. 
11 0h, yes, I -- 11 
IINew York then ? 11 
"Well -- I 1ve always wanted a small town. I mean some place where 
it 1 s simple and quiet and not too expensive, and _...:_ 11 · 
11 And a business of your own." r!.tr. Sloan smiled and swung back into 
the room. He raised a hand and patted the whisps of hair into place, 
then sat down behind his desk, perching on the edge of his chair as though 
ready to leap up at a moment's notice. "Mr. Cousins." He smiled tenderly. 
11 Do you realize that with perhaps twenty-five thousand a year, a man can 
move far enough away from New York City to actually be in the real 
country." 
"Yes, I know. But of course he does have to comnrute and-- well--
he does have to earn twenty-five thousand." 
"What you're attempting to say is that you're not too sure that the 
effort, the time, and the headaches to go with working up to the respon-
sibilities of twenty-five thousand are actually worth what a man gains." 
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"Yes, that's it. That's exactly it. 11 
This was a new thought for Mr. Sloan, bordering on down-right heresy 
to the verf religion of his life. 
becoming slits behind his glasses. 
His eyes narrowed for the first time, 
"Suppose that all of us felt that 
way, Cousins. Where would ci vi1ization be today? Where would business 
be today? After all, Cousins, there are men who are incapable of being 
leaders. Let them go to Montana and open little businesses. But a man 
who is, by nature, a prospective executive in a large company , should, 
for his own as well as the world's sake, work toward that end, should he 
not? Briefly, Cousins, a man does have some responsibility toward civili-
zation." 
11 I never thought of it exactly that way . 11 Don was growing uncom-
fortable. He wished 1~ . Sloan would stop talking about civilization and 
concentrate on the point in hand. He wished Mr . Sloan were not quite so 
understanding and did not consider him quite such a good bet for an 
executive position someday. He said, 1'1!/ell, I -- 11 
11 You think it over , Cousins. There's plenty of time, you know." 
"I 1 m quite sure that I' 11 feel about -- 11 
11 You thl.nk it over, Cousins." 
The end had arrived. Don stood up, became aware of the letter still 
clutched r at her ridiculously in his hand, and stuffed it quickly into his 
pocket. He shook hands with Mr . Sloan, and noticed th..at his own hand was 
hot and Mr . Sloan's was remarkably cool. "Well~' he said, "thank you, Mr . 
Sloan. Thank you very much." Then he turned and walked out of the office. 
The full impact of what Mr. Sloan had suggested might become of him if 
he stayed on with Acme, did not reach him until he was seated once more 
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behind hi s desk. And when the shock finally did arrive, he felt neither 
elation nor contempt, but only a great envy for men who had no choice at 
all - - but wer e forced through uncontrollable circumstances to keep their 
noses to the grindstones of breaded hamburger and Macy 1 s basement. 
Per haps an hour later , when the sun had disappeared behind the 
buildings and the window panes had grown suddenly cold to the touch, 
Donald Cousins arose, slipped into his topcoat, and ambled nonchalantly 
t oward t he door. Those who noticed him, aware that he was a reliable, 
conscientious worker, assumed quite naturally that he was off to a late _· 
afternoon appointment with a likely prospect. They paid no attention as 
he stopped at the water cooler, drank quickly, and moved on. The recep-
tionist gl anced up from her unexpurgated copy of APHRODITE, nodded, and 
went back to the gruesome scene in which the slave girl is crucified. 
And Donal d Cousins walked on. He went down in the elevator and out to 
the street. For a moment he stood motionless, letting the october cold 
edge through the slit of his unbuttoned coat -- as though cold might do 
some good - - as though some outside force might come along and move him 
one way or another, taking all responsibility from his own shoulders. He 
remembered a character in Hardy , who was described as the sort of person 
who, when faced with a particularly perplexing dilemna, always came to a 
decision through sentimental influences that had nothing to do with the 
problem at all. 
Donald Cousins walked. He went into a bar and grille , dra~~ a small 
beer, looked into his glass, saw nothing , and felt, all at once , a 
nauseous wave of terror. He sat down on the bar stool and looked into a 
second glass and saw Wendy's face there in the bubbles. He had to think 
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about Wendy and his other children, if he ever had any more. He had to 
remember that he loved Wendy and that she and Shelley were all that really 
mattered. He had to remember that the New York school system was really 
very good, and some of those country schools in Montana -- • He drank 
off some of the foam, saw l'vir. Sloan.' s face down there in the clear beer, 
drank it off, and ordered a third glass with a double shot on the side. 
* * * * * 
After she' d finished reading aloud the story of THE UGLY DUCKLING, 
Shelley adjusted Wendy more comfortably in her lap, and turned the pages 
of Wendy's new book of nursery tales. She glanced at the picture of 
three goats crossing a bridge, and her eye leaped to the title. THREE 
BILLY GOATS GRUFF. She started to turn the page once more, but Wendy 
stopped her. 11This one," she said. 11 Read Wendy this one. 11 
Shelley sighed and began. "'Once upon a time there were three goats 
named Gruff who lived on a mountainside. The pasture where they fed was 
higher up in the mountain. On their way to it, they had to cross over a 
bridge. Under the bridge lived a wicked troll. 1 11 
11This the troll?" Wendy said. She pointed to the illustration -- a 
fat, ugly, green little man-like creature hiding under a bridge. "This 
the troll, Mumm,y?" 
"Yes, I-- I guess that's he, all right." She shuddered and went on, 
readi ng intently now, finding herself becoming increasingly fascinated by 
this wicked little troll who liked to eat Billy goats. 
Wendy was silent, her eyes wide, her mouth slightly open, listening 
to the way the littlest goat tripped over the bridge and the troll threat-
ened to eat him, only the wise little goat suggested he wait for his 
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brother, who was much bigger and would make a better meal. And finally 
the middle-sized brother came and suggested the troll wait for his other 
brother, who was even larger. 
"'Who trips on my bridge?' 11 growled the troll. 111 Great big Billy 
Goat Gruff, 1 11 said the goat in his great big voice. 111 Shelley glanced 
at the repulsive little troll, then turned her eyes to Wendy, who was 
staring at her now. 11 What 1 s the matter, honey?" 
"Troll going to eat the billy goats? 11 
11 No, I don't think so. I --11 
"Wendy wants troll to eat billy goats all up 111 She started to cry. 
"But, honey , the troll is bad and the billy goats are good, and --" 
Wendy cried on, and suddenly the telephone rang . It was Don. He 
said he'd probably be late. He said there was nothing to worry about--
just a business thing, that's all, and for her to go ahead and have her 
dinner without him. He said, "Jus' a busn'ss 1 ppointmn 1t, tha 1 s all." 
And then, for a moment, he said nothing. 
"Don ••• ? 11 
" Mm?ll 
11 Are you --? 11 
"'Course not. Jus' couple beers. Tha's all." 
"Really , Don, I don't think you should --11 
11 Tha 1 s all, tha 1 s all." He laughed a little foolishly , said he loved 
her, and hung up. 
"Tha's all, 11 Shelley said. She put down the receiver, rubbed a hand 
over her chin, and started back toward Wendy, wondering as she moved, 
what could possibly gave gotten into Don to send him off like this so very 
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early in the evening. 
Wendy was waiting with the same urgent request. "Wendy wants troll 
to eat billy goats all up 111 
"I told you, Wendy --" 
"Wendy wants, Wendy wants --" And she began crying again. 
Shelley sat motionless, staring down at the picture of the ugly little 
troll and the pleasant, jolly little billy goats. Finally she sighed, 
rose, and found a dictionary. She looked up the word 11 troll, 11 discovered 
it was a "supernatural being, conceived sometimes as a dwarf, sometimes 
as a giant, fabled to inhavit caves, hills, etc. 11 
"Wendy wants, Wendy wants --11 
11 Now, please, Wendy-- if you'll just let Mother explain -- 11 
11
'1/endy wants --11 
"I don't give a hoot what Wendy wants l" The anger burst out of her 
and was gone in a moment. She knelt down and pulled We ndy close against 
her. "All right, baby , maybe the troll will eat the billy goats. But 
I don't think so, because the goats are nice and they like to eat the 
grass on the green mountainside, and --" She forced her eyes back to 
the book and read a few last disconnected words: 11 ••• Grew so fat ••• 
hardly able to walk home ••• 11 Then she shuddered visibly , and snapped 
shut the covers of the book. She still did not know who had eaten whom 
or how or what -- and she knew, determinedly, that she never wanted to 
find out. 
Hurrying across the backyard toward Shelley's house, Clo Morris felt 
a surge of wonderful excitement, the like of which she hadn't experienced 
182 
===~=-~-F===~=-~-========-=~==~=============================~====-~= 
since before moving to Camptown-- when they'd had an apartment out there 
in Schenectady, when Tom and she went out nights together. She ducked 
under Shelley's slowly revolving clothes reel, felt a wet slip against 
her face, and brushed it aside as only a small nuisance between herself 
now, and herself in exactly two hours. 
Shelley glanced up, nodded, and smiled weakly. "Hello, Clo ••• 11 
"Shelley II ... 
"Do your children always want bad things to happen in stories?" 
"Well, only Susan's old enough to think about it, and she -- 11 
"Never mind," Shelley said. 11 Maybe I'll be jealous." She laughed 
and tossed the book onto the end table. "You look excited. 11 
"I am. I --11 She assumed a quick pose of indifference. "It's 
nothing, really. Tom just called, that's all. He wants me to come in 
for dinner." 
11 0h ••• ? 11 
"He needs to impress a particularly important client, and --" 
"He thinks you' 11 add something pleasant." 
"Well -- 11 Clo settled onto the arm of the sofa and smiled with a 
touch of smugness. But, after all, this was what she had always wanted, 
had always dreamed of having someday before she was too old to appreciate 
it any longer -- a chance to wear her best clothes, to drink cocktails 
in the most luxurious hotels, and even help Tom along with her charm and 
beauty, her grace and her winning ways. It was exactly what she yearned 
for, and now the mere idea that Tom had thought of her that way -- well --
"It just proves how he likes to show you off," Shelley said. 
11 0h, I don't know --11 But of course she did know. "The only problem, 
of course, is-- baby-sitting. It's a little late to get anyone now, and 
-- well, I thought perhaps you'd be sweet enough to sort of keep an eye 
open on my house. Not stay over there, but just look in every hour or so. 
I certainly would appreciate it." 
11 0f course, Clo. Don won't be home tonight, and -- 11 
11 0h'? 11 
"Business. He's out on business." She avoided Clo's eyes, and knew, 
without looking, exactl y what would be there in the dark pupils -- a 
slight ouestion, the eyebrows raised, meaning, "You mean Don doesn't ask 
you on business appointments'? Don doesn't want to show you off to his 
clients?" 
"A rather dull client," Shelley lied, knowing it would not deflate 
Clo at all, but feeling that perhaps it might do herself some good. "An 
old old man. Somewhere in his sixties." 
Clo laughed. "Now I guess I'd better call a cab, and 11 
"I 1 11 take you to the station." 
"You will?" 
"Yes, Clo, I will II ••• She felt tired. It was all so very expected, 
the question -- and the answer. "I 1ve got the car, you know, 11 as though 
Clo hadn't seen it standing out there at the curb. 
"You are sweet. 11 Clo really meant it now, because now, all of a 
sudden, she felt terribly sorry for poor Shelley Cousins, whose husband 
did not come home evenings, and did not ask his wife to help entertain 
important clients. She waved goodbye and was half-way out the door before 
she remembered that Shelley's erring husband was none other than Donald 
Cousins himself -- the fellow who looked so very nice in his boxer under-
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shorts, the fellow she had often thought might -- • But Clo pushed Don 
from her mind with very little effort. Now, suddenly, she was madly in 
love with marvelous, handsome, understanding, ambitious, and admiring Tom. 
She was singing as she crossed the lawn, and the second sight of Shelley's 
damp, forlorn-looking slip sent even more glorious thoughts into her mind. 
Should she wear the black dress with the low neck and the sequins, or 
perhaps the more conservative one with the matching jacket? It would 
depend on what Tom's client was like of course -- how debonair or how 
conservative, how young or how mature. She hoped he would be about fo~ty 
with a touch of gray at the temples. She hoped he'd have a moustache , and 
would become a great friend of the family when they moved to Oak Knoll 
Ridge -- coming out to visit a lot, and becoming a sort of frustrated 
lover, who learned to adore her, but could not speak because of his loyalty 
to Tom. And then perhaps one day, if anything should. happen between her-
self and Tom-- well, it would be like in the movies, the suddenly exposed 
passion of the seemingly casual family friend -- the sort of part George 
Brent and Ian Hunter always played' ending beautiful, and always a little 
sadly, too. 
She decided to wear the black dress with the low neck and the sequins . 
* * * * * 
There was still time. Damn it, there had to be time. He never should 
have called Clo in the first place. He must have been out of his mind to 
get that desperate -- that stupidly desperate. But Ben Stumper, by God, 
Ben Stumper had no right showing up like this, either -- just dropping 
i nt o town without a~y notice at all . Not even time to find a couple of 
girls - - not even one. Flossie busy, Wickey in bed with a cold -- not a 
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single green light from the Barbizon or from any other lousy number in 
his entire black notebook. 
Tom Morris flung the book to the floor , stood up, and paced wildly 
back and forth across his room on the eighth floor of the New Yorker . How 
was he supposed to keep track of eveFy little convention they had in this 
hotel? How was he supposed to be able to get a room, a case of liquor, 
girls, the whole works on exactly two hours notice? Well, he'd gotten the 
room and the liquor. He'd had a hard time with old walrus-head in order 
to convince him how important Ben Stumper really was. But he'd done it. 
And now everything was set except --
Tom stopped pacing , poured a quick drink to brace himself, and con-
sidered the possibilities of the Paradise. But he gave that idea up in 
a hurry . Men always wanted to progress in those things not go back-
wards . So the Paradise would run closer to a hundred than t wenty-five dol-
lars. And besides that, being such a strong family man, Stumper was just 
enough of a sentimental slob to resist going there a second time. No, 
there had to be someone 
Tom glanced at his watch, figured Clo would be dressing now, figured 
if he didn't call her to cancel the date in the next five minutes, it 
would be too irretrievably late. He had another dri.nk and took off his 
coat, wanting exercise, something to stimulate his mind. He walked up 
and down again, finally paused and made one last call. But there was no 
tension now . He felt resigned. The call was merely a gesture -- the re-
sult already determined. 
Clarisse 1 s voice was surprised. She said, "I was just leaving the 
office. I had to come back to answer. 11 
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"I 1 m sorry •11 
11 0h, it's all right." And a pause, during which Tom knew that she was 
only waiting , rather curiously, to find out why in the world he had called 
her. 
Tom?" 
"What are you doing, Clarisse? Now? 
"Meeting Henry." 
11 Oh • • • meeting Henry. 11 
Right away? 11 
II 
••• Then an even longer pause, and finally, "Why, what is it, "Yes 
" Nothing. Nothing at all." He hung up slowly, knowing the dead 
numbness of a man who has played his final card and lost, knowing that 
there was no stopping Clo now, and that even if he could -- even if there 
still were time to call her, he probably wouldn't. He went into the 
bathroom and washed his face, and wondered idly, staring into his own 
tired eyes in the bathroom mirror, whether or not Clarisse might possibly 
have agreed to come if only he'd not been so resigned to begin with-- if 
only he'd used a bit of r eal persuasion. 
All the way uptown on the 6th Avenue subway, Clarisse pondered about 
Tom Morri s' telephone call. Really she knew very little about Tom Morris, 
except in the superficial way one generally knows his neighbors. And 
despite the fact that people in Camptown lived closer, perhaps, than they 
do in most other t ypes of residential communities, she had never had any 
truly accurate insight into her neighbors. She knew, vaguely, that no 
one else, however, knew much more about the people on Zebra Road than she 
or Henry did. Camptown's residents lived in much the same way men live 
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in the confines of a ship -- embarrassingly close, and yet estranged by 
the very closeness, because, in their subconscious minds, they all realize 
that they are in a great , temporary jail together, and conduct themselves 
accordingly . What their neighborly fellows are like on the "outside", 
in the solidity of their homes, in the environments from which they sprung 
or to which they are now heading, is knowledge they will never acquire. 
Since they are all only stopping off between trains, they know only the 
stop-off depths of their companions. 
Henry was in exceptio~~lly good humor. He took his wife's arm at 
the great mouth to Grand Central, remarked that since they were already 
too late for the early train, why not have a couple of short beers while 
they waited for the next. She agreed, and walked beside him across the 
street to a small, rather dreary bar, dimly lighted to hid its imperfection 
rather than enhance its mood . They sat across from one another and t alked 
of small things, pouring salt in their beer, and using the wet bottoms 
of the glasses to make three interlocking rings of the Ballantines sign. 
Clarisse realized that this was an occasion. Henry had called and 
reminded her of train-time, knowing perfectly well that she had no other 
plans. Now he leaned forward and smiled a bit awkwardl y . 
"You know something, honey? For a long time now, I 1ve been asking 
myself a question, over and over again. 'Where are we going?' That's 
the question. 'Exactly where are we going?'" 
11 Why, to the Coque Rouge, of course. Maybe we'll see Gregory Peck, 
and maybe we can get his autograph." 
"All right l" Henry straightened. He was angry and she knevv and was 
sorry she'd spoken with sarcasm, disliked herself for not really giving 
Henry a chance. 
11 I 1 m sorry. Really, I am. I do want to know what you were going to 
say, and I do know that it 1 s important • 11 
11 lfle ll 11 He considered whether to forgive her or not, finally de-
cided he should "All right, forget it. Just listen now when I taL~, 
because I want to tell you about the other night when I got home so late 
about all the times I haven't met you when I should have. It was a girl, 
understand. She works in the office. She's been playing up to me ever 
since I started work, and then one night I happened to run into her in the 
doorway . We were going in the same direction, and-- well-- I don't know 
what got into me, but we had a few drinks and I took her home. That's 
all." He paused, sipped at his beer, and glanced at Clarisse's face. 
"Well, I've seen her a couple of times since. Lunch and a couple of 
cocktails, but it 1 s never been serious and it never-will be •11 
"Then why did you keep seeing her?" spoken dumbly, without emotion. 
"Because I had to get rid of her easily. I made a mistake, said the 
wrong things. You know how it is. And then I had to ease her off little 
by little ,so nobody's get hurt or feel bitter about it." He gave a great 
sigh of relief. 11 And now-- well, now it's all finished. 11 
11 Is it, Henry?" 
"Completely finished. 11 And he felt relaxed, almost his old self again 
for the first time in weeks. He'd implied, of course, that he had no 
interest left in Marion Phalen, when the truth of the matter was that she 
became a more tantalizing , more inescapable temptation each and every day 
of the week. He had implied that he was explaining this now because a 
tiny glow had died and was gone, whereas actually he was telli ng her now 
because it seemed the only effective solution-- to tell Clarisse, and 
thereby cut his own throat, make it impossible to see Marion again whether 
he liked it or not. It was a question of burning a bridge behind him. 
He wanted to go back, but had deliberately destroyed the means of accom-
plishing it. 
But Clarisse did not appear to hapily convinced. She said, 11What 
does this girl mean to you, Henry?" 
"Nothing. I told you __ II 
"I don't mean love. I don't mean that. I mean what did she mean to 
you? I mean what is it she might have given you that you don't find with 
me or anywhere else? 11 
11 I told you --11 
11 I know she's not important. But what is it about her that is im-
portant?" 
"Darling," Henry was saying. "Please, darling , please 
"All right. All right, baby •11 She smiled uncertainly. 
I 1 ve wandered a little into the valley myself·" 
"The valley ••• ? II 
11 0f temptation." 
II 
••• 
11 I guess 
Henry sat bolt upright. He swallowed the remainder of his beer and 
set the glass down on the table with a resounding crash. An old adage 
leapt into his mind. 11 When the eat's away, the mice will play. 11 But he 
was not certain, just yet, which was the cat and which the mouse. 
Tom knew it was Clo at the door by the brief ringing of the bell. 
(Ben would have pounded the door with his fist.) He rose from the sofa, 
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where he still sat in shirt sleeves, straightened his tie, tidied the 
room as best he could, combed his hair, waited for the bell to ring a 
second time, then went to the door. 
Clo was all smiles, very bright and gay, smart and metallic in her 
low-cut black dress, her polished nails and newly-plucked eyebrows. She 
was, Tom decided, quite good-looking, even beautiful in a Miss Larson's 
School sort of way. And that part of it pleased him. Yet she did, all 
dressed up like this, seem further away from him than was necessary 
more a girl he knew than his own wife. And that, of course, was going 
to make the evening even more difficult. 
He was careful to speak first. 11 0h, hello, darling. I'm so glad 
you could come t I -- well, I really need you tonight." 
"Do I look all right, honey?" 
"Fine. Just finet" 
She kissed him and pranced into the room, glanced about at the tray 
of ice, the opened bottles, the half-empty glasses he had not had time to 
put away. "Well --11 She smiled doubtfully. "Maybe I 1 m a little late." 
"Just a little afternoon drink, that's all. I mean Ben's just in 
from Utah, and -- " 
"Ben?" Her eyes narrowed. Her voice dropped when she spoke again. 
"You mean that Ben? 11 
"What Ben, honey?" 
"That Ben. The one from Ogden.u 
11 Oh • • • you mean Ben Stumper? 11 
11 You know perfectly well -- 11 
"Sure, it's Ben Stumper. Of course. And a very nice guy, too. You 
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wait till you see -- " 
"I've already heard about him, Tom. 11 She poured herself a drink and 
sat down, holding the glass grimly . 11 You called him a jerk, if I remember." 
"Everybody calls everybody jerks. It's just a-- just a sort of 
expression." 
"Yes ••• Yes, I see." The dream was fading, but she fought it , let 
it die slowly. "Is he -- is he very old, Tom? 11 
"Hard to tell about a fellow like Ben. He certainly doesn 1 t act old." 
This was the time for laughter . He laughed hard, guffawed , and poured 
a stiff drink , swallowed it, braced himself, and said it carefully so he 
would not have to go through the agony a second time. 11 Clo ••• I want 
you to understand . This is a very important evening to me . I want to 
sell Ben a full-page for the Christmas issue. I've explained it all be-
fore. You understand. It's not only a feather in my hat, but actually 
our future. If I get that full page , then-- 11 He shrugged and turned 
away, bracing himself against the window sill. 
Behind him Clo laughed nervously . "So you want me to -- well -- sort 
of charm Ben Stumper? Is that it, Tom? Because really you don't have to 
be shy about it, you know. I know how these things are and a charming 
wife -- 11 
11 Clo II ••• 
"Yes, Tom?11 
"I want you to do something for me . Just for the fun of it . A 
game . That's 11 
'
1Yes? 11 
just a game." 
11 1 want you to pretend you 1 re not my wife at all. Use your maiden 
l92 
I 
name." 
11 MY maiden name? 11 
"Yes. " He swung quickly before she could go on. "The way it is, Clo, 
I promised to get Ben a date, and -- well, I don't know any women. You 
know t hat. How in the world would a married, hard-working man like me 
ever get to know any women? Or even want to, 11 he added. 11 So -- II He 
shrugged. "So, I thought I'd call on you . After all, it is kind of 
funny, if you look at it that way." 
For a moment Clo didn't look at it that way. Then her ever inventive 
mind began building idea upon idea, until she saw both Ben St umper and 
herself in an entirely new light . The naive business man in New York; 
the smart, clever wife, who is largely responsible for her husband's future 
-- quick, gay, even a bit flirtatious when the occasion demands, like 
Myrna Loy used to be in those THIN MAN movies. 
Tom stood on one foot, then shifted to the other. He coughed and 
wa:t ted, finally said, "Well, Clo ••• well , honey?" 
"I understand, Tom." She smiled wickedly . 11 And I'll really help 
you. I really wi 11." 
11 That 1 s the girll 1' 
11We 1ll sell old Ben Stumper that add-- just you and me together." 
"Sure, 11 Tom said. "Just you and me -- together. 11 He grinned weakly 
and turned away. 
Ben Stumper arrived a few minutes later. He was big as usual, red 
in the face as usual, wearing his western, wide-brimmed hat, smoking his 
dollar cigar, wheezing through his nose, peering at Clo with red-veined 
eyes that were not always this way -- never this way in Ogden, when Mrs. 
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Stumper was present to watch his indigestion, when the children were a-
round to give him confidence and a definite place in the world. 
Clo was visibly shocked. Her lips tightened, and her eyes looked 
at Tom with a fire he'd seen only often enough to fear. She took Ben's 
meaty red hand and said, 11 How-do-you-do, 1\IT-. Stumper? It certainly is a 
pleasure , after hearing so much about you from Tom." 
Ben laughed in his big way , and they all sat down and drank. Ben 
sat on the sofa, Clo beside him. He mixed her drinks and touched her 
hand quite intentionally whenever he thought it might not look deliberate. 
He bent over to light her cigarettes and spent a few seconds each time 
looking down the neck of her dress. Clo only laughed and smiled. She 
did not pull her hand away when Ben touched it, and once, when his knee 
pushed quite hard against hers, she was very careful not to move. 
Tom, seated on the edge of a chair, spent most of the time laughing 
unhappily and staring into his drink. He knew that everything was going 
to work out pretty well as far as Mr. Ben Stumper was concerned. But it 
was not Mr . Ben Stumper he was worrying about. 
"Yes, sir ," Ben was saying, "I always get a kick out of coming East, 
just because of old Tom here." 
11 Yes? 11 Clo said, smiling with her teeth. 
"You can always depend on old Tom Morris." He laughed, patted Clo' s 
knee, then looked at her curiously for a second. 11 But you 1 re a new one, 
you are." 
11 Am I? ••• A new one?" 
11 Tom 1 s never fixed me up with you before." 
After that, in the dead, ugly, aching silence after that, Clo !Aorris 
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fingered her drink, raised the glass, and took a very tiny sip. She set 
the glass down again. It made a tapping sound on the glass-top table. 
Tom stood up, went into the bathroom, washed his hands for no reason at 
all, then came out again, not wanting to look at Clo, but finding he could 
not help himself. She was still talking with Ben, still smiling, touching 
the man's arm with her hand. 
Ben was saying, "Now this Flossie girl. A stenographer t ype. Know 
what I mean? No class at all. Not like you. No real class, if you see 
what I mean?" Then he looked up and winked at Tom. 
Tom sat down. He waited until Ben changed the subject, which seemed 
a long time later. Eventually, though, the talk got around to something 
else -- salesmen and their place in the modern world. Ben had ideas on 
that subject. The way he saw it, if there weren't any salesmen, then 
there wouldn't be any way for civilization to get hold of the goods it 
needed, and it would probably die out. 
"Like in Africa," Ben explained. "You think those natives have 
salesmen? They do not. And that's what makes civilization, I tell you. 
As soon as man learns that he can get something from one person and sell 
it to another, then you've got progress. There's three parties involved 
in the transaction, and everyone of them benefits. And that's why if there 
wasn't any salesmen the world just wouldn't go around anymore-- or at 
least not progress anymore." 
Tom agreed, though at the time he was not too concerned with the 
places of salesmen in the civilized .world. And Clo only smiled and said 
that she had never really thought of it that way. 
"There's a lot of angles," Ben said, and then suddenly he lost in-
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terest and decided he'd like to get on with it. He caught Tom's eye, 
winked broadly, and said, "Want to do me a favor, Tom? Run down and get 
me a couple of those dollar cigars at the counter -- and bring Cloie here 
an orchid while you're about it." 
"Well, now -- 11 
"Oh, I'd just love an orchid, 11 C lo said. 
Ben laughed. "And, Tom-- don't hurry back~" 
"No," Clo said. 11 Be sure you don't hurry back." 
Tom wet his lips . He put his hands in his pockets, felt them hot, 
and drew them out again. He mumbled something vague, something meaningless 
that explained the mixed, meaningless emotions inside him, and left the 
room. He told himself that Clo was a smart girl and could certainly take 
care of herself. He closed the door behind him. 
Down in the lobby, Tom bought the cigars for Ben Stumper, and a small, 
purple orchid for Clo, aware that both items would have to go on the 
expense account. He started back toward the elevator, hesitated, and 
finally went into the bar where he could stand and drink and think things 
over. All the time he realized that Clo was alone in that room with Ben 
Stumper. But his mind had a good answer for that, and no matter how he 
turned it over, his reasoning always came out the same. Ben Stumper was 
I )· 
harmless, and Clo was certainly dependable (at least with men like Stumper). 
So where was the problem? Oh, a couple of times there, when he'd first 
come out of the bathroom, when Ben had wiruced and said not to hurry back 
a couple of times there he'd had a terrific urge to paste Ben one in the 
nose and call the whole thing off. But Tom Morris was a sensible man, and 
one who saw beyond the end of his own nose. He realized that Ben was not 
I 
I. 
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to blame, had been, in fact, led to believe that Glo was really his date I 
to handle as he pleased. Also, if he were fool enough to cause a row, I 
where would it get him? Or where would . it get Clo either, for that matter? 
He'd lose the account and probably the job he had his heart set on. That 
would mean they'd have to stay in Camptown and give up the entire life 
they wanted, merely because he had to go playing it noble -- give up the 
English car and the ranch house and the built-in bar, -- the whole works, 
because he had to go and play it noble. 
~o, Tom Morris was no fool. He had three drinks, taking them slow, 
keeping his mind of Ben and Clo, keeping it on the exact right way to 
handle Ben when the right time came. Then, twenty minutes later, he 
poked the cigars in his breast pocket, tucked the cellophane-covered or-
chid under his arm, and went back up to the eighth floor. He knocked 
three times, easily -- knocked to let Ben know he was coming, and easily 
to assure Clo that of course he realized nothing indelicate could possibly 
be going on. Then he entered. 
Clo was standing in the center of the room, opening her purse. She 
did not look at Tom, but took out her lipstick, made up her mouth, then 
proceeded to comb her hair. Ben sat motionless on the sofa, his eyes 
blurred , his head falling forward, jerked up suddenly as he stared at Tom, 
smiled stupidly , and let his head fall forward once again. 
"Well~ II Tom said a little too heartily. 11Welll 11 
"Hello, Tom. 11 Clo 1 s voice was low. She was not looking at him. She 
dropped her lipstick and comb into her purse, and walked toward the out-
side door. She paused, started to speak. "Tom ••• 11 
11 Listen, honey II ... 
"Tom, I --11 
"Listen, Clo ••• Please, listen ••• 11 
"I'll get a cab to the station, Tom, and get the first train home. 
I'm really terribly hungry, and the ice box is full, so --11 
"But I'd already planned that we'd eat in -- 11 
Clo was already in the corridor. She turned half-way around, noticed 
the helpless way he was holding out the pathetic little orchid, and waved 
her hand in a brief gesture of dismissal. "Oh, give it to Flossie, honey. 
She may have worked harder for it. 11 Then, in a second, she was gone, strid-
ing for a waiting elevator, waving her hand briefly, tossing her head, and 
then gone with only the lighted moving arrow over the elevator door to 
show she had ever been there at all. 
* * * * * 
Don Cousins saw Clo get on the late train at Grand Central but her 
sudden appearance made no distinct mark upon the blackboard of his mind, 
because at that time his mind's blackboard was pretty well cluttered up 
with meaningless scrawls and doodles, that left no room for any new im-
pressions. He slumped farther down in his seat in the smoker, said to 
himself that Clo Morris had gotten on the train, then wiped the blackboard 
clean with a damp mental cloth. It was easier this way-- and certainly 
far more pleasant. He could slouch and smoke and contemplate the lights 
outside the window. He did not have to t hink of r~ . Sloan or that letter 
in his pocket from Bidley, Montana. He did not, if he tried ve~J hard, 
even have to think of Shelley. 
So for a moment or two Donald Cousins was quite blissfully content. 
He was not, however, a heavy drinker, and therefore was always aware of 
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the fact that tomorrow would come, and explanations would have to be made 
over Bromo Seltzer and strong coffee. So the pleasant lethargy did not 
last long -- only, in fact , until the train had jerked fonvard, and his 
eye once more caught sight of Clo Morris sitting some seats ahead of him, 
very much minding her own business. He looked hard at Clo and made a 
line on that mental blackboard. He made another line concerning the 
conductor and another concerning a withered old woman who sat two seats 
away reading the CHRISTIAN SCIENCE MONITOR. He glanced at the paper's 
headlines, something about somebody swimming the English Channel, made 
more quick scrawls, and cluttered up the blackboard again as thoroughly 
as possible , until all was confusion once more - - the lines so inextricably 
entangled that ~~s. Shelley Cousins could not possibly find her way 
through. 
At Camptown Depot Don heaved to his feet and weaved down the aisle 
toward the rear of the car, bracing himself on each seat as he went. The 
night air stabbed at his face and eyes, and he thought briefly that sober 
people often took drunk people for walks in the cold air. The idea stuck 
-- and he began walking , hardly feeling his own legs, numb to the night 
air, numb to everything except the rather simple fact that he was going 
home and that walking was an old, reliable means of transportation. A 
taxi passed him, and he noticed Clo Morris inside, slumped in one corner, 
staring out the window. Then the red tail lights disappeared around a 
bend, and he was alone once more -- completely alone, and entirely incom-
petent to make any decision regarding distance, time, direction, or any 
other subject that required the slightest amount of rational thought. 
A cruising police car picked Donald Cousi ns up on the road to Camptown 
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At the time he still had more than four miles to go, and his min ., instead 
of havjng cleared , had clouded over even more than before. The police 
officer was a large, gentle man, who had a natural r espect for walking 
drunks, in contrast to his intense hatred of those who drove automobiles 
under the same condition. He helped Don into the car with a meaty, careful 
hand, in much the same way he might have helped an old lady across a busy 
street. Then he wedged himself behind the wheel and shifted into first. 
"Where you going, sonny?" 
"Jail, I guess." 
The officer laughed. His stomach pushed in and out against the 
steering wheel. 11 Can 1t book you, sonny. Haven't got one good reason." 
He laughed again and repeated the question. "Where you going?" 
11 Bi dley, Montana. 11 
"You're on the wrong road, sonny. It's that way." He jerked his 
hand over his shoulder, considered his own good joke, and roared boister-
ously for a long two minutes. 11 Bidley, Montana 111 he kept saying. "This 
fellow's going to Bidley, Montanat 11 Then, when his laughter had died, 
when they were approaching the outskirts of town, he turned once more, 
and said, "Camptown. That's where you 're going, ain't it, sonny? Right 
here in Camptown." 
"That's right. Not Montana at all. Just little old Camptown. :My 
little old Westchester home." He laughed himself then, and when it was 
out of him, he managed to tell the officer that he lived on Zebra Road, 
and he'd appreciate it if he could be dropped off at the corner. 
"Right to the door, sonny." 
11 No, I -- 11 
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n Oh, ho ! n And a broad wink, and, "So it 1 s sneaki ng in the back door, 
is it?" And, "I've done it myself, i f you want the truth. 11 He stopped at 
the end of Zebra Road, said goodnight, and drove off, chuckling to himself, 
thinking that these young vets had sure learned to go astray over there in 
places like Paris, France. No holding them down now - - not a bit of i t . 
Just full of the old Harry. 
Don wove down the center of Zebra Road. His eyes refused to focus 
on any particular objects, and his mind was filled with the policeman's 
very good suggestion. If he could take off his shoes and manage to get 
into bed without waking Shelley -- if he could get to sleep and save all 
explanations until morning --
He passed down the row of houses with full porches and half porches. 
He passed down the line of maple trees wi t h their leaves dead and gone, 
conscious of nothing but the depressing r egularity of tree, house, tree, 
house, tree house, ad infinitum, until i t was like walking through a 
complicated maze of sticks and packing boxes. A picket fence appeared 
on Pis left, and he turned in through an open gate, moved slowl y , uncer-
t ainly up the walk, held his breath , and t ested the door. It was un-
locked. He heaved a great, inner sigh, slipped into the kitchen, closed 
t he door behind him, and very wisely deci ded not to put on any lights 
at all. From the bunkroom he could hear the small sounds a child makes 
in sleep, but there was no sign of Shelley , and so far, nothi ng to worry 
about. 
He took off his shoes , bracing himself against the sink, then tip-
toed down the short hallway t o t he master bedroom. The door was half-ajar 
as Shelley always left it, but it was deathly still inside the room itself. 
201 
He started to enter, then changed his mind, and undressed in the hallway, 
down to his boxer shorts, in which he would sleep. Still Shelley had shown 
no signs of waking, and he felt rather proud of himself, realizing that 
. whereas he should by all rights be banging about among the furniture, he 
was actually proceeding with the utmost cunning . Inch by inch, he pushed 
the bedroom door open wide. 
When the light went on, Donald Cousins was both too surprised and 
blinded to become immediately aware of his surroundings. But as his eyes 
finally focused, he made out the bed, the dresser, the chair, and the girl. 
The bed was not his bed; the dresser was not his dresser -- and the girl 
was not his wife. She was, in fact, Clo Morris. She was, in fact, sitting 
bolt upright in bed, wearing a nightgown torn at the shoulder, and she was, 
for the first few seconds, as shocked as he was. But being an honor grad-
uate of Miss Larson's school in Wilmington, she recovered her sense of 
propriety a good deal faster than Don, who had attended Rutgers, where 
his professors had neglected to teach him how to handle a situation such 
as this. 
Clo let out a little gasp, then a giggle, finally a laugh, and after 
all this, a few tentative words. "Well ••• Donald Cousins t" 
"Hello, Clo." He couldn't think of much else to say. He held his 
loose clothes somewhere around his middle and began backing away. 
"Is there any hurry?" saying the words before she caught her own 
implications. 
11Well, I --11 
The words had been said and the implication had been made. !Mss 
Larson always said to carry a conversati on through to its logi cal end. 
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She said, 11 I sort of thought you came to call on me ." 
"Listen, Clo, r eally it was just a rn:i.stake, and --" 
" You don't have to admit it. 11 
"You don't know what you're saying, Clo. 11 
She didn't know what she was · saying, but since she had said it all 
anyway , she went right on sayi ng it, and said, 11 I know what I 1m sayi ng , 
and I 1 m sayi ng you might as well not be in such a hurry unless you 1 ve got 
a more important engagement -somewhere else." 
Don l eaned against the doorframe and stared unbelieving into the 
girl's inviting eyes. He looked for hidden meaning, but could find nothing 1 
I 
there but the invitati on. The resentment .and frustration, the hopeless, 
crying sense of loss was not exactly visible on the surface. To Donald 
Cousins , she was a dark-eyed woman, wearing a torn nightgown, acting ex-
actly as though she had just invited him to sit down for a cup of tea. 
"I see you 're wearing your green-striped shorts." 
"What?" He hid further behind his clot hes. 
11 0h, I've seen all of them, I gue ss, either on you or the clothesline, 
and personally I like the solid blue ones best. They bring out your last 
summer's tan a lot better, I think. And since Tom always wears those aw-
ful jockey underwear, I think -- 11 
But that was the last Don Cousins heard. He turned and dashed for 
the door, pushed it open, slammed it behind him, and ran like a man with 
his coat-tails on fire across the lawn to the doubtful sanctity of. the 
house next door. He thought, as he ran, that it was a good thing Clo 1 s 
husband hadn't been home -- a much better thing that Tom hadn't happened 
to drop in at that impossibly compromising moment. 
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* * * * * 
Tom pulled up at the curb in the Bronx and let down the top to his 
convertible. The late October night was cold, the wind sharp against 
his face. But he liked it that way, and most important of all, he needed 
it that way. He needed a clear mind in order to dig out the stupid parts 
of himself, and the extremely, maliciously brilliarl:. qualities of his wife. 
For Clo had actually sold Ben Stumper that full page, all by her little 
old self. And most remarkable of all, she had done it by admitting to 
being Tom's wife, by letting Ben in on the entire scheme, and then twisting 
the conversation around to Ben's own wife and children. Eventually Ben 
had become maudlin, impossibly sentimental, and had ended by thinking Clo 
the most wonderful little wife and mother that ever graced God's earth. 
The upshot had been his great admiration for Clo Morris, his rediscovery 
of the family man in himself, and his final willingness to take a full-
page ad from that remarkable woman 's husband. 
Some of this Tom had gotten directly from Ben himself -- the fact 
that he was in on the scheme, and the lavish praise of such a lovely 
young girl. The rest he had pieced together for himself. On the surface, 
then, it did not seem that Tom had any problems whatsoever, and had no 
reason to lower the top to his convertible and welcome any shockingly cold 
air against his face. But Tom knew Clo Morris a good deal better than 
Ben Stumper did. He knew that cold, fierce resentment that would eat 
inside her because of Ben's unwitting references to Flossie and Mickey. 
He knew how, despite this, she had gone ahead in her clever, woman's way, 
to break Ben down on sentimental grounds -- to set him up for a sale as a 
golfer tees a ball for a long drive. He knew that Clo had two beautiful 
points to knife him with-- resentment, and the martyred attitude of "Even 
so, I did everything in my power." 
Tom drove very f ast and thought very clearly . He thought that Clo 
wouldn't even think of divorce, but if she ever did, he would let her have 
Susan, if she insisted. But he would not under any conditions, he would 
not give her the baby. The baby was his. Whereas Susan had been born 
while he was overseas, had been brought up entirely by Clo, and actually 
still belonged ' to Clo, t he baby was very much a part of his own life. He'd 
thought all this before, and sometimes, as now, he'd felt a certain guilt 
about t he fact tha.t he actually cared more for his younger child than for 
the older one. And always, as now, he justified himself in the way he'd 
heard other veterans justify the same feelings within themselves-- there's 
a lot of difference between being with a child from the very moment of 
its conception, and merely getting to know your wife's child when it is 
already t wo or three years old. 
Tom swung into Zebra Road and stared with hatred at the houses on 
either . side, at the miserable little arbor-vitae bushes and the scrawny 
maples and the foolish 11 half-porch t ype 11 houses. He looked with bitter 
envy on Henry McDermot 1 s Buick, and with scorn on the Cousins' station 
wagon. He pulled up before his own house, raised the top to t he car, 
and str ode up the walk with fierce deter mination. No sneaking home for 
him. Other men might sneak home, take off their clothes in the hallway, 
tiptoe into the bedroom -- other men, but not Tom Morris, space manager 
for the New England States. 
Clo was sitting up in bed. She wore a nightgown torn at the shoulder, 
and her f ace and eyes, her hair a;nd fingernails were still perfectly 
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groomed, as they'd been when she first arrived on the eighth floor of the 
New Yorker Hotel. 
Tom planted his feet wide in the doorway. "All right, 11 he said . 
11 All right, baby ! 11 
"All right, Tom." She seemed tired , r esigned, not caring much one 
way or another. 
"You think you're so damn ' d smart, don't you? A ve~J bright little 
girl!" 
"Well, after all, Tom II 
11 After all, after all !II 
"I do have some pride, Tom. I mean even your business -- even that 
isn't really as important to me as nw own integrity." 
"Sure -- your great big integrity ! " 
"Maybe it wo~ld have been different I mean if you hadn't lef t us 
alone up there. Maybe I could have held out all right, Tom . I wanted 
to. Really I did. But then, after you'd gone , and when he -- when he 
began to -- well, I just blurted it out. I -- I knew if I t old him the 
truth, then he'd leave me alone, and -- well -- 11 She turned over suddenly 
and sobbed brokenly into the pillow. Her shoulders moved; her hair came 
undone and fell about her shoulders. The nightgown ripped farther, and the 
skin beneath was very white and firm. 11 I know what it means, Tom. I'm 
not strong enough for you. That's all. I couldn't do it, that's all. 
I couldn't, I couldn't, I couldn't, and you can hate me if you want , 
and I know you've lost the add and your job and everything, and I know 
we'll have to stay right here in this awful old place, and-- and -- 11 
She cried with abandon, and Tom, after a long, bewildered time, moved 
205 
206 
---~- _...._ .. ---· -·-- -------------- --=-=·=-===--=-' 
slowly to the bed and sat down beside her. He put out a hand, touched 
bare shoulder through the slit, and rubbed it gently, saying, 11 It 1 s all 
right. There, there, it 1 s all right." And finally, when the entire 
evening came back to his mind in a great rush of crazy confusion, he 
started to laugh, almost hysterically. He slipped a hand into his coat 
pocket and drew out the cellophane wrapped orchid. It was crushed and 
slightly wilted, and was not, under the circumstances, the most perfect 
gift for reconciliation. But it was the best he could do, and he pushed 
the box into Clo 1 s hand with a gentlemess that brought back the very old 
days and the very old times, and the feelings so quickly gone and so 
easily forgotten. 
Clo rolled over in the dark ; her nightgown ripped open all the way 
down to the waist. 
* * * * 
After giving the new baby its two o'clock feeding, Mamie Siler stood 
silent a long while in the now finished second flii>or of her house on Zebra 
Road . She was deep in thought, in that terrible state of indecision 
unable to distinguish the real from the imagined, the dream from the 
actuality. She placed a finger under her chin and said to herself, "I 
came up the stairs to feed the baby. The room was dark. I went to the 
window to pull down the shade, -and I saw the Morris' front door open. I 
saw Donald Cousins , wearing nothing but undershorts, and carrying his 
clothes, run out, cross the lawn, and go into his own house. Then I sat 
down and fed the baby. A few minutes later I heard a car stopping. I 
looked out the window again, and saw Tom Morris' Pontiac stop in front 
of his house . Tom got out and went up the walk and into his house. A 
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light went on, and a few minutes later, it went out again. That was only 
· a minute ago. Now -- if Tom Morris 1 car is still out there, it means I 
really saw it drive up~ And if I really saw the car drive up, then I 
really saw Don Cousins, too, wearing his undershorts, run into his own 
house just in time to avoid meeting Tom Morris . If that car is really 
there 11 
Mamie crept to the window, lifted the shade, and peered across the 
street. Torn Morris' convertible was there, all right. She gave a little 
sign of relief, a tiny gasp of shock and incredulity, then bustled down-
stairs to the master bedroom. 
Blair was only half awake. He said, "What? ••• What did you say? 
vl ha t? 11 
11 1 said --" 
111 will not carry a lunch paill And I will not carry a paper bag, 
and 11 
11 Don Cousins is having an affair with C lo. 11 
11 Go to sleep." 
"I'm not dreaming, Blair. I actually~ II 
11Will you please stop the nonsense and put out the light?" He pulled 
the pillow over his ears, cursed the crazy imaginations of hysterical 
women, and tried desperately to get back to sleep. But he had a hard -time 
of it. He was nervous and upset, mainly because this was the day in which 
he had repaired the ever-flushing water closet in the Men's Room at 
Camptown Depot. He had lost a perfectly good pigskin glove down the bowl, 
and had missed his train while trying to retrieve it. And to make matters 
worse, the ungrateful station master had wanted to bill him for blocking 
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up the pipes. 
11 I 1 m telling you, Blair --11 
"Donald Cousins 1 MY god, Donald Cousins Ill .... 
Shelley snapped out of sleep with a suddenness that left her dazed, 
aware that something had startled her, yet not certain what it could have 
been. She lay still, listening intently, then edged her hand toward Don. 
His back was to her, and he was deep in sleep, though she was not certain 
at what time he had come in. But his very presence brought comfort, and 
she closed her eyes once more, shrugging off whatever it was that had a-
wakened her. She lay still, keeping her mind from Don .and where he had 
been and what he had been doing, knowing, in her woman's heart, that it 
was probably all for the best, and if not, then certainly the best that he 
could have made it. And with these thoughts her heart swelled with blind 
love. She snuggled closer to Don1 s limp body, then raised her head as he 
moved, waved a violent hand, and began mumbling in his sleep. 
"To hell with you, Mr. Sloan l ••• To hell, to hell1 11 And then silence 
for a moment before he started violently and shouted, 11 The hell I'm going 
the wrong way 1 And don 1 t give me any of that stuff, you stupid cop, you 1 
I know which way I'm going, and don't you tell me I 1m going to Camptown, 
because I'm not1 11 His voice rose, then stopped dead, and Shelley, sitting 
upright now, bent over and shook her husband's shoulder. 
11 Donl ••• Wake up, Donl ••• Wake upl 11 
"Huh? What 1 d you say? Huh?" He half lifted his head from the pil-
low, said, "Shelley ••• Shelley ••• ? 11 
"Yes, baby?" 
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11 Gotta take down that picket fence, baby. Looks just like the Morris '. 
No good that way." 
"But the houses are alike, so what's the difference if--" 
"Gatta take down that picket fence~" 
"All right, baby. All right, we'll take it down." 
Don had heaved even higher in the bed, but now suddenly he fell back 
heavily, like a dropped sack of grain. "Shelley ••• 11 
"Yes, baby?" 
"Got a letter from Ned today. Everything all set j,.n little old 
Montana ." 
11Why, that's wonderful~ And you were celebrating , weren't you, baby? 
I understand. You got all excited, so you -- you celebrated all by your-
self • 11 
"Sure, I celebrated. All by my little old self, I just went out and 
celebrated." He alughed briefly, dozed off again, turned oyer, and flung 
an arm across her shoulders. He pulled her close and mumbled, "I love you, 
I love you, I love you ," his voice becoming weaker until it had died away 
in sleep. 
Shelley stroked his hair a long time after his voice was gone . Her 
eyes were wide open, and it seemed that somewhere out there in the dark, 
there was something very frightening that she could not quite -- not 
quite make out. 
* * ~' * * 
It was a cold night. Fred Little got up, shivering, to close a 
window, and was informed by Marjorie that she 1 d read i n THE VOICE that 
Mr. Camp was building ·a section of new houses with outdoor barbecue pits 
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and a lot of other attractive features that would be ready in the spring. 
She said it would be a Fowl Section, and wouldn't it be wonderful if they 
could ge t one of those new houses on Turkey Terrace or Chicken Road or 
Pheasant Lane? Fred shut the window, crawled back into bed, and told 
himself that if it was not one thing, it was another thi1~, and the word 
he hated more than any other in the English language was 11 progress, 11 and 
the most despicable man in the United States was one ~~ . Edgar J. Camp. 
~ver on Woodchuck Terrace, t~s. Jasper Dowd woke her husband for the 
last, anxious time, and inform him in a hoarse, awe-filled voice that 
this was really it. ft~. Dowd drove his wife to the hospital with a coat 
thrown over his pajamas, and three hours later, Mrs. Dowd became a mother . 
Her offspring was not, however, a Mongolian idiot, as had been predicted, 
but rather a pair of blue-eyed boy twins, bald as eggs, weight six pounds, 
two ounces, and subsequently named "John" after her father and "IVIalcomb" 
after Mr. Dowd's brother, who had wanted to become a great brain surgeon 
but had died before his time in the invasion of Italy. 
Marvin Shultz snored on, oblivious to the flux and change in the 
streets around him, and Henry McDermot dreamed that he came home from a 
date with Marion Phalen, found his wife with Tom Morris, and shot both 
of them dead with a German Luger he'd got in Bel gium. A police car swung 
down Zebra Road , while its fat driver looked anxiously for wandering boy 
who might not have got home tonight, and two of the McDermots' puppies 
made a very bad mess on the kitchen floor, directly under the Currier and 
Ives Calendar. 
Othenvise the town dozed peacefully. The refrigerators buzzed and 
shut off; the electric clocks hummed; and the children slept on with 
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the abiding faith that God was in his heaven and all was right with their 
cardboard world . 
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OH, LITTlE TOWN OF EDGAR J. --
On Christmas day, 1949, Dick Tracy finally married Tess Trueheart 
at a simple ceremo~, followed by a small reception in Dick's new house; 
among the guests were Pat Patton, Junior, Sam Catchem, his wife ~~rge 
Catchem, and his daughter Julie C_atchem, B.O. Plenty, Gravel Gertie, and 
their daughter Sparkle. Howard Hughes' THE OUTLAW was about to be released 
in Boston, with Jane Russell appearing 11 in person," and the Most Reverent 
Richard J. Cushing predicted that 1950 would be the "Year of Jubilee." 
Sad Sam, Mobile, Alabama's famous featherless rooster, received a tweed 
suit from a kind woman in Ontario, California , and G.B. Shaw, a well-
known Irish playwright, remarked that anyone planning to switch to sea-
water might find that "atom disintigration11 had made it undrinkable. 
Harry Truman appeared for Christmas dinner with a haircut given him by his 
old Independence barber, and movie actor Cary Grant, 45, married an 
actress, Betsy Drake, 26, somewhere near Phoenix, Arizona. In New York, 
wealthy Loui s Whipple was killed by his wife Sandra with a steak knife 
before he had time to present her with a $5,000 necklace Christrr~s present, 
and Shirley Temple's ex-husband, John Agar, showed up at her home to 
present their daughter with two imported French dolls. More than ~ thousan 
worshippers attended mid-night mass at St. Catherine's C~tholic Ch:rch in I 
Palestine; Portugal received eleven new cargo ships; Foreign Secretary 
Ernest Bevin suffered a mild heart attack; 349 people throughout the na-
tion were killed in holiday accidents; and Mr . Edgar J. Camp of West-
chester County slept until nearly quarter past eight, while visions of 
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ruby-studded sugar plums danced in his balding head. 
Snow lay over Camptown, not so much like a blanket, as like a thin, 
wet sheet that has been spread deceptively over ice. But there was snow 
enough to mark the wanderings of dogs, to show at which abor-vitae bushes 
they had paused to yellow the new whiteness, enough to leave tire marks 
where the milk truck had slid and a bottle of Grade A homogenized had broken 
on the ice -- enough to strengthen a child's belief in Santa Claus, and 
enough to prompt another playing of Bing Crosby's rather tired recording 
of WHITE CHRIST J\.1AS. 
The town awoke early -- beginning at four thirty sharp. The first 
risers were on Moose Drive in the Animal Section, the last in the Fish 
Section on Lobster Tail Roadway. By five forty-five, every male resident 
of Camptown had climbed out of bed, uttered unprintable words, and opened 
his solid oak door. There, on each front st ep, was a package wrapped in 
white paper with green ribbon. There, in each doorbell, was a toothpick, 
jammed tight to keep the bell ringing until someone answered. 
The entire idea had been Mr. Camp's. A frustrated Santa Claus, he 
had made certain that his gift to each and every family in town would re-
ceive special handling. Consequently, he had sent a fleet of trucks about 
the village in the gray of dawn, delivering his presents and ringing door-
bells. What the citizens discovered i n t heir neatly wrapped packages were 
cigarette boxes, made of plated silver, and shapped like a Camptown house. 
There were seven different types to match the seven t ypes of houses, and 
each family received a house identical to its own. This is not to imply, 
however, that Mr. Camp was trying to squirm out of his Santa Claus duties 
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as cheaply and conveniently as possible. As a matter of fact, the entire 
lot of four thousand, two hundred and seventy-six cigarette boxes ran him 
a good thirty thousand dollars, ·or approximately seven dollars apiece. A 
few of the more naive recipients of these gifts pictured ~~. Camp as the 
great benefactor that he thought himself, while the older hands cynically 
declared that he was merely chopping the expense off his income tax. No-
body knew the exact truth of the matter-- that in w~ . Camp's detailed 
account of building expenses, paid for by the buyer in purchasing a home, 
there was one small item wedged between the cost of one house's window 
sash and eight penny ·nails. "Christmas present-- $7.36. 11 Each house 
owner was buying his own cigarette box. 
* * * * * 
Mrs . Post was Shelley's mother, and there was an unwritten law that 
she would come to visit every year beginning a week before Christmas, 
staying on through New Years Day. She would not come more often because 
she knew that "young people like to be alone. 11 And she would stay no 
later than New Year's Day because she simply had to get back to Hartford 
and all the things that she'd left undone. What these undone things 
could possibly be, Don was never able to determine, since Mrs . Post lived 
alone in a small apartment, and had no obligations whatsoever, except to 
keep her plants watered and cash her monthly insurance checks, which had 
come to her regularly since the death of her husband some nine years be-
fore. 
She was a small woman, ~~s . Post, though a strong one, with conven-
tional gray hair and a remarkabl y unlined face. Not yet old, she dressed 
smartly in suits, and took great pride in the fact that she could still 
- --=====iF============================== 
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take care of herself very well, and always would, so she'd never 11 become 
a burden" to Don and Shelley . This particular quality, Don especially 
liked and approved of. In fact, he really liked his mother-in-law very 
much, and sometimes felt a trifle peculiar about the whole thing , realizing 
that other men didn't feel the same way about their wives' mothers, and 
perhaps there was too much blindness in himself; rather than too much 
goodness in ttts. Post. For, if there was one disagreeable trait in 
Shelley 's mother, it was the fact that she was just too, impossibly good. 
She mended his socks and cleaned the house; she did all the cooki ng and 
offered to sit with Wendy a~y night they liked during the time she was 
visiting . She was always cheerful, always thoughtful, remembered all 
birthdays and anniversaries, and had never thought of her son-in-law as 
anything but a fine young man-- feeling that Shelley was really quite 
lucky to have won him. 
11 The trouble with her, 11 Don often said, 11 is that she makes everybody 
else feel so inferior. Every _ time I feel a little nasty, she acts so 
damn sweet and understanding that I have to go crawling away in shame. 
Some good people feel superior when you're not so good yourself, but your 
mother just gets sympathetic." 
11 That 1 s because she's a bigger person than you are, honey ." 
, 
11 Th ere 1 s limit, 11 he always answered. 11 People should never go too 
far -- even in virtue." 
Now, at exactly five twenty-seven on this Christmas morning , Don 
Cousins met his mother-in-law in the center of his all-electric kitchen. 
He was dressed in nothing but undershorts, and his skin had shrunk into 
blue goosepimples. In one hand he carried a white package tied with green 
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ribbon, and in the other a toothpick, which he had just removed from his 
front doorbell. 
WJ.rs. Post was wearing a bathrobe and a warm smile. 11 Merry Christmas, 
Don. 11 
u Merry Christmas. 11 He started to move past her, then paused and 
glanced at his watch. "My God, it's only twenty-seven after five.l 11 
11 I heard the bell ring, and I woke up and thought we might have a 
kind of special breakfast. So you just go right back to bed, and I'll 
call you when it 1 s ready. 11 
Don hesitated, then shrugged and went on to the bedroom. Shelley 
was sitting up in bed, blinking. She yawned and said, "Merry Christmas, 
baby," then shook her head and stared at the package in his hand. "Where 
did that come from?" 
11 It 1 s a gift from Edgar. " 
"Edgar?" 
"Mr . Camp." 
"Oh ••• But you shouldn't call him -- 11 
"I'm one of his little brood, aren't I? He's my father confessor 
and the master of my fate and the captain of my soul." He spoke vdth some 
bitterness, then remembered it was Christmas morning, laughed, and ripped 
open the package. 11Well, now isn't that something'?" 
11 What is it, honey'?" 
"A house, of course. 11 
"But what 1 s it for'? 11 
IIThere are certain questions, Shelley --11 He took the roof off and 
looked inside. "Maybe it's like in WINNIE THE POOH. It's a useful box 
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to put things in. 11 
"Anyway,'' Shelley said, 11 anyway, it was very sweet of Mr. Camp, and 
we ought to be really grateful." 
11 Gratefull He deducts it from his income tax." 
"Don't be such a cynic, Don. 11 She picked up the card that lay among 
the wrapping paper, and read the words aloud: 
"We're all one great big family, 
In Camptown way out here. 
So here's your house with Xmas Joy, 
And a most hap-py New Year." 
She laid down the card, caught Don's eye, and started to giggle. 
"Well, the thought's there anyway. 11 She giggled again, and swung her legs 
over the side of the bed. Don sat down beside her. 11 Merry Christmas, 
darling . Merry Christmas, Merry Christmas ••• 11 His voice became lower 
and softer, as his emotions crept up and smothered him, the way they so 
often did-- catching the light sometimes in Shelley's hair, seeing her 
wet and brown after a summer swim-- or seeing her now, sleepy and warm 
on a Christmas morning. "Baby, I --11 He moved, and Shelley said, "You'll 
break the cigarette box II ... 
11 To hell with -- 111 
"Don ••• The cigarette box II ••• 
"Why don't you put out the light?" 
"Listen, baby, it's cutting into my arm, and fl 
"It 1 s Christmas morning and I love you, and --" And then he straight-
ened slov1ly and looked at Wendy, who was standing in the doorway, staring 
at them. 11Well II He laughed. 11 Merry Christmas, honey •11 
"What you doing, Daddy?" 
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"Doing?" Don glanced at Shelley, who was slipping into her bathrobe. 
"Daddy was kissing Mummy." It was not even a lie, and for a moment he 
blessed Mr . Camp and the sharp edge of his silver-plated gift. It had 
saved him a good deal of explanations, and had saved Wendy, perhaps, some 
kind of mental block in later life. 
For breakfast the Cousins family had orange juice, a mushroom omelette 
sausage, toast, and coffee. Wendy had a small glass of juice, was sick 
to her stomach, and did not feel well again until she was allowed to open 
her stocking. Then they left the dishes (Mrs . Post would do them later) 
and trooped into the living-room, where the Christmas tree stood by the 
picture window, and the stockings hung precariously over the real wood-
burning fireplace. 
Wendy gave out the presents. Most of them were for herself, since, 
as Ivtr's. Post so often said, "Christmas is really for the children." So 
Wendy spent three and a half absorbed minutes with each toy, then passed 
the rest of the day playing house in the wrapping paper. 
From his mother-in-law, Don received two pairs of socks, an Arrow 
shirt, and a carton of Lucky Strikes. And in return he gave Mrs. Post a 
knitting bag and a box of mixed nuts, of which she was very fond. The 
large , important presents-- Don's to Shelley and Shelley's to him, were 
not opened until last. Neither knew what the other was giving, so it was 
a moment of some tension when Don opened the long heav7 box with the words, 
"Much much love from Shelley" written in red ink on the card. He knew it 
was something very nice, since he'd given Shelley seventy-five dollars to 
buy it with, and he guessed, before the box was completely opened, exactly 
what was inside . He was right -- a twelve guage automatic shot-gun. He 
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held it gingerly in his hands, admiring it. He broke it open and looked 
down the barrel, then snapped it shut and pulled the trigger. There was 
a click and then silence. He was not looking at Shelley. He was looking 
out the window , feeling cold at the back of his neck, a stonelike weight 
in his stomach. 
"Don't you like i t , darling?" 
11 Yes, I --11 
"They do a lot of bird hunting around Montana, you know. I read 
about it in FIELD AND STREAM, and you always said you'd love to have a 
shot-gun after we get there, so --11 
"Yes, it's very nice. It 1 s wonder ful. It really is." He forced 
his eyes to Shelley's and found them looking straight at him, clouding 
over while her lips trembl ed . 11 I love it, honey." He put his arms around 
her and said, 111 love it, and Merry Christmas." 
11 I -- I bought it a month ago. I couldn ' t return it. 11 
11 But why should you 'want to return it? I told you I __ II 
11 1 don't know. I just thought -- 11 
11 Please, 11 he said. "Please, darling, it 1 s a wonderful gun and I can 
use it out there in Montana, and --" His voice died away, and Shelley 
laughed and lit a cigarette with a trembling hand. 
Don looked at Mrs. Post. She was sucking her lip. There was some-
thing wise and all-knowing in her face, and for a moment he did not like 
her. 
11 See what Don gave you, Shelley •11 She was keeping her daughter 1 s 
courage up. She was not comforting her daughter so much as keeping some-
thing hidden from him. 
1 
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I ~ Shelley's I fingers fumbled with the small square package that contained ! 
Don 1 s gift. I· 
I 
"It's not much, 11 he said. 11 It really isn't much." I 
','I "Oh, Don •••" She sat motionless, staring at the obviously expensive 
I 
sterling silver cigarette case, turning it over and over between her 1l 
hands. l 
"It isn't much," he repeated. "I just thought it would be nice for 
you to use when we go to --11 He stopped and felt Shelley's eyes on his 
face once more, and again he looked out the window. 
"To New York?" she was saying behind him. 11 iVhen we dress up and go 
out?" 
11Well 
" 
"It's lovely, Don. It's terribly lovely. 11 She held it tight in her 
hand, her teeth biting gently on her lower lip. 
a lot of meaningless words to say. But he stopped and said nothing be-
cause he realized suddenly that it was not the cigarette case that she 
was biting her lip about. It was the gun. It was because she'd bought 
him the gun, and for some reason, it had been a wrong thing to do. 
n Look," he said. ntook, Shelley, there's a lot of things to get 
straightened out. About what's in both our minds, I mean. About--" 
11 It 1 s such a lovely Christmas, 11 Mrs. Post remarked brightly. 
"Really -- 11 
"Really, there's a lot of things to get straightened out. 11 He looked I' 
'I into his mother-in-law 1 s eyes, then turned and walked into the kitchen, I, 
stood silent, his elbows resting on the window ledge, his eyes watching 
Tom Morris, who had just come out of his house and was approaching a pale 
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blue Austin with a pair of chains dangling from his hand. "Go ahead, 11 
Don said into the window. "Put on your car chains and get a good grip on 
the ice and go riding off to your lousy Oak Knoll Ridge •11 His breath 
clouded the glass, and for a moment he paused, drawing curlicues on the 
steamed panes with the end of his finger. From the living-room he could 
hear the low, hushed voice of Mrs. Post, telling Shelley that they had a 
lot of work to do in order to get ready for their eggnog party that after-
noon. Her voice rose, then dropped suddenly, became a whisper, then faded 
I away altogether. 
IIYou don't think I care what your secret is," Don told himself. 11 You 
don't think it makes any difference to me •11 And quite indignantly, he 
il 
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concentrated very hard on Tom Morris and the pale blue Austin, and the wet, 1 
slippery snow that was struggling unsuccessfully to remain a little longer 
in the warming day. 
* * * * * 
In a material way, Clo Morris received the nicest gift on Zebra Road 
the pale blue English Austin with tan leather upholstery. And there was 
meaning to the gift that she did not fail to recognize. Already she and 
Tom were looking about on Oak Knoll Ridge for that new house, and the car 
simply meant that they were not merely dreaming about their future, but 
were actually doing something about it. It was true, of course, that Tom 
had bought the car after the devaluation of the pound , and it was also 
true that in some respects the car was more a peace offering than a Christ-
mas present -- designed to show her that as far as he was concerned there 
was no hard feelings over that night in October, guardedly referred to as 
__ _ __j 11 the Ben Stumper night11 • Still and all, it was the finest gift in the 
I 
I 
! 
II 
neighborhood, and that Christmas morning found Clo Morris bursting with 
pride and superiority. All a man needed was initiative and purpose in 
life, and all a woman needed was faith and understanding in the work of 
her husband. So the car stood, primarily, for the fact that the Morris' 
would soon be moving to a place where everyone had two cars, and where 
English goods (or anything imported) were considered quite in a separate 
class from the assembly line junk of American manufacturers. 
This new faith of Clo 1 s was exemplified quite neatly in her present 
to Tom -- a silk shorts and pajamas set. The shorts proved, to her own 
mind at least, that Tom had just as good a physique as that Donald Cousins 
did, and the pajamas testified that he did not, like Donald Cousins, sleep 
in his underclothes. Clo hoped that perhaps someday Shelley might glance 
out her bedroom window and catch a glimpse of Tom in one of his new out-
fits and be just a tiny bit jealous. 
On that Christmas morning, the following items were unwrapped in 
c·amptovm, Long Island: 3, 762. handkerchiefs, 2.,306 neckties, 876 pairs 
of nylons, 86 copies of John O'Hara's A RAGE TO LIVE, 2.3 Maiden Form 
Brassieres, 19 copies of the Old Testament, 2.6 bottles of scotch, 58 of 
blended bourbon, 176 of gin; 17 cameras, 23 pairs of skiis, 12.8 shirts, 
and 134 tie clips. There were 1,206 cartons of cigarettes, 240 bottles 
of perfume, and 24 television sets. 
The children did a good deal better. Bertie Siler got one of the 
.1,310 bicycles, and Marty Little received one of 79 rocking horses. Her-
man Shultz got a cowboy suit, two guns, and eight rolls of caps, and 
Wendy Cousins received a doll house complete with furniture . A A~ . Korkin 
passed three hours building the Eifel Tower with his son's Erector Set, 
I 2.2.2. 
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and an El mer Dougherty from Reindeer Lane burned a hole in his trousers 
with his son's medium sized chemistry set. The Morris' children toys all 
came from Schwartz's, the Silers' from Gimbel's, the Littles' from Macy's, 
and the Trumpers, in the Fish Section, from Sears Roebuck, as, they ex-
plained, i t was a good deal easier to order by mail. 
If all the modern dolls capable of wet t i ng themselves had done so 
at the same time, enough water would have been collected to fill a rain 
barrel. If all the wrapping paper were turned into beaverboard, it would 
have built four new Houses of Camp, and i f all the twine were tied to-
gether, it would have reached from the McDer mot's doorstep to the Mens 
Room at Camptown Depot. If all the Christmas tree lights were strung 
together and hung in the barren maple trees, they would have produced 
enough light to illuminate Radio City between shows, and if all the silver-
plated cigarette boxes were piled one on the other, they would have created 
a tower almost as high as Mr. Camp's ego. I 
)' 
Marjorie Little received books from Fred - - thirteen of them, varying 1, 
in thickness from a half inch to an even three (a reprint of GONE WITH THE I' 
WI ND), and in return, Fred received a lawn-mower. The uninteresting 1 
usefulness of this gift did not dishearten Fred in the least. It had cost 
twenty-three dollars, and would come in mighty handy next spring . Besides, 
he and Marjorie had agreed that she would receive the frivolous gift, he 
the practical one. Next year the procedure would be reversed. Fred hoped 
that next year he would get one of those English Rolls Razors. He would 
give Marjorie a second-hand tank type vacuum cleaner that he could buy 
rebuilt for only thirteen dollar s. 
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Henry gave his wife three pieces of Revere Kitchen Wear, made of 
stainless steel with copper bottoms, that she could hang on special, hand-
cut pegs over the sink. And Clarisse gave him a leather, overnight kit, 
containing a comb, military brush, a mirror, and the proper shaving 
I I 
equipment. Neither of them had any idea when Henry was going to use this 
kit, or where he could possibly travel in the near future. Still, it was 
exactly what Henry had wanted and requested. After all, perhaps someday 
he might go somewhere. And you never could tell - - the army might call 
back some of their veteran flyers. He might kiss Clarisse a tearful 
goodbye and board a plane for Maxwell Field. He might live in a hotel 
room once more, and he might, if his luck held out, even see Clarisse 
again as she'd been back there in the dark and glorious days of world 
oppression. He might ••• 
The Shultzes exchanged presents, though they wo11ld not go so far as 
to have a Christmas tree. They explained to Herman that putting trees in 
one's house was at best a silly thing to do, and gave him a good many toys 
to make up for it. At times they felt guilty about th~ presents feeling 
they were breaking faith with their religion. But they argued that it 
was all for Herman's sake, and therefore excusable. Why couldn't a married 
couple exchange gifts , if it happened to strike their fancy on December 
25th? There was no meaning to the action, so if it amused Herman, there 
certainly douldn't be any harm in it-- now could there? 
Norma was not entirely satisfied with her perfume and soap set, 
though. For one thing, she'd decided it was a good deal more chic to use 
dry perfume than the sweeter kind, and even though the dry brands were 
more expensive, it did seem that Marvin might have gotten a smaller amount, 
if it was a questi on of money-- which, of course it was. But she was so 
completely pleased with the tie she gave Marvin, that her Christmas was a 
great success -- even though vicariously. For it was no ordinary tie that 
Marvin Shultz received on that Christmas morning. It was, in fact, a 
hand-knit tie, made with a great deal of patience and fortitude by Norma 
herself. Red with a blue stripe, it was guaranteed not to stretch or 
shrink or be affected by any of the nasty things that ordinary ties are 
allergic to. Whether or not Marvin actually liked the tie, was of no 
importance whatsoever. She had made it herself, and no other man on 
Zebra Road could boast one exactly like it. 
Incidentally, Marvin did like the tie well enough. But later, that 
following spring, the lL~ing cooled to indifference, and eventually heated 
again to hatred. For each time he did not wear the tie, Norma was sure 
to smile and say, "But where's the tie I gave you , darling? 11 And he would 
mumble something about f orgetting or not being able to find it, then 
retrieve the tie from where he'd hidden it behind all his others, and wear 
it again for the 63rd time in a row. Norma remarked proudly that a hand-
knit tie like that would never wear out, and Marvin by late spring, was 
praying fervently that she was wrong. 
Blair presented Mamie with a sewing machine. No one ever found out 
how much it had cost him -- not even Mamie, who contented herself with the 
fact that sewing machines cost a hundred and fifty dollars or more, so the 
gift was not on~ a useful thing, but an expensive one as well. Occasion-
ally, though, noticing a bit of rust here, the head of a bent nail there, 
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she egan thinking perhaps the whole machine was the result of a good deal 
of ingenious mechanical ability, coupled with exhaustive forays i n ash 
cans and public dumps. She never hinted her suspicions to Blair, however , 
and until the day the machine finally gave out in one great sigh, like 
Oliver Wendal Holmes' 11 0ne Hoss Shay11 , he was smug in the belief that he'd 
created happiness and saved himself a fortune by nine hours work and an 
outlay of nineteen dollars and sixty-five cents. 
'I 
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In return, Blair received a hydraulic jack. It was hardly a surprise 
1 because he'd given Mamie the name, the t ype, even the price that she should I
pay. It was, however, exactly what he' d been yearning for, and with its 
acquisition, he was wonderfully content for a long time after. Somehow 
the jack brought that farm in Indiana just a little closer. On a farm, 
of course, there were always plenty of heavy things that needed a good, 
solid jacking. And he was especially pleased to discover a sensible use 
for it on that same Christmas morni ng , directly across the street on Zebra 
Road ••• 
* * * * * 
Tom Morris laid a chain behind each of the rear wheels of Clo 1 s new 
car. He smoothed out the links, stepped back, made sure the chains were 
I 
II 
I. 
I 
i 
exactly parallel to the angle of the car and to each other, then slipped 
behind the wheel and backed the car over the metal links until he'd reached I 
the approximate middle. Then he got out and tried to pull the chains over 
the tires. But since he had miscalculated how much of the chain should be 
I 
on the inside of the tire and how much on the outside, he discovered the I 
ends would not clamp together properly. He discovered, also, that in 
reaching under the fender, he had rubbed a spot of grease on the cuff of 
II 
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his Oxford cloth shirt. 
Tom went back to the house. 
Clo said, "How's it coming, Tom?" 
He said, "Fine. 11 Then he went into the bedroom and changed to an 
old army shirt with his artillery insignia still on the sleeve. He went 
back to the car, cleared away the snow, and lay down under the back bumper . I. 
He tried to heave the chain over the top of the tire, get it set in place, 
,I 
I then clamp it at the bottom. 
But his fingers were not nimble enough in 
his heavy gloves, and without the gloves his hands froze into uselessness. 
The ice beneath his back melted and water seeped through his clothes. 
Tom crawled out from under the car. He brushed himself off and went 
back into the house. 
Clo said, "How 1 s it coming, Tom?" 
He said, "Shut up, will you l 11 Then he went into the bedroom and 
changed to old army pants that were annoyingly tight around the waist. 
On his way out through the kitchen once more, Clo said, "What's the matter 
with you, anyway'(" 
"Nothing's the matter with me. 11 
"Then don't get so __ n 
"Personally, I don't see why I had to give you an English car anyway. 
Why can't you have an ordinary American car like everybody else'?" 
11 Nmv what in the --?" 
11 These little English cars are too damn 1 d close to the ground, 11 Tom 
said. He went outdoors once more, slamming the door behind him. On the 
way down the walk he caught sight of Blair Siler, who was coming down his 
own walk . Blair was dressed in his best suit and coat. He was carrying 
I 
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something heavy. Tom waited. He knew exactly what was going to happen 
because it had happened before. He knew the shame he was going to feel; 
He knew the hatred that was going to burst inside him. 
Blair: Merry Christmas, Tom. 
Tom: Merry Christmas. 
Blair: Having a little trouble? 
Tom: No ••• just fooling around. 
Blair: Nice car. 
Tom: Yeah ... 
Blair: Need any help? 
Tom: Just putting on chains, that 's all. 
Blair: Need any help? 
Tom: No sense getting your good clothes messed up. 
Blair: Don't worry about that. I've got a new jack here. Got it 
for Christmas. 
Tom: It looks like a nice jack, all right. 
Blair: Saw you from the window. Thought maybe 
Tom: All right, go ahead, if you want to. 
Blair: Only take a minute. 
Tom: Sure, I was just experimenting . Could have done it in a 
minute myself, if I'd wanted to only I didn't want to. 
Tom leaned against the fender, filled with the conflicting emotions 
of superiority and envy. 
Blair squatted behind the car, slid his jack under the left rear 
axle, gave the long handle a couple of easy jerks, straightened, and picked 
up a chain. He tossed it over a tire, linked it, let down the jack, moved 
II 
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it under the other wheel, gave two more jerks, tossed on the second chain, ~-----
lowered the jack, pulled it out, dusted it off, and tucked it lovingly I 
under his arm. There'd been a cigarette in his mouth all the time. He 
had not even bothered to take a drag -- and the ash had not yet fallen. 
11 Well,u Tom said. ttWell, thanks.tt 
" Not at all." 
And then silence. 
A moment later Clarisse McDermot came toward them from the Cousins' 
house. Jenney trotted beside her, and in the crook of her fur-covered arm 
she carried a brown and white puppy. She came close, said, "Merry Christ-
mas," and paused for a moment, admiring Clo' s Austin. She knew that Tom 
was watching her, if no longer with desire, at least with curiosity. 
She said, 11 1 brought your children a present, Tom. One of the pup-
pies. It's a male, if that's all right. I gave the other male to the 
Cousins, and Mamie wanted the female, so there's only two males left. I'm 
keeping one. myself, but I thought perhaps you 1 d like --" 
11 The kids would love it, 11 Tom said. 
"I couldn't keep them all. " She was talking to Blair. She was talk-
ing to Blair. She had still not really looked at Tom, as, he supposed, 
she would never really look at him again. She pushed the puppy into Tom's 
arms, said, "We'll see you at the Cousins' party this afternoon,n then 
turned and strode quickly back toward her house. Blair walked along be-
side her. 
Tom I•!!orris watched them a moment, then got into Clo 1 s car and placed 
the puppy . on the seat beside him. Jenney stood in the center of the road, 
barking at her puppy inside the car. Then suddenly she rushed toward the 
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door and leaped up, placing her feet on t he newly-polished paint. 11 Get 
out of here!" Tom pushed the dog away . He could hear Clarisse calling , 
and he heard the Siler's front door close as Blair went inside. But sti 
J enney barked and tried to leap through the open window. Finally Tom 
started the engine, shifted into first, and turned the car around in the 
middle of the street. Jenney ran along beside him, still barking, and 
through the rear view mirror, he could see Clarisse standing on her walk, 
her hands cupped to her mouth as she called. She wore red mittens that 
looked rather gay with her beaver coat. 
Tom swore, shifted into second, and stepped hard on the accelerator. 
The chains caught in the snow, sent up sparks on a bare spot of road, then 
rolled onto fresh ice. Jenney was still bar king, still running along be-
side him. But when the front wheels slid and the car swerved sharply in 
the road, when the jarring thump threw him forflard against the wheel , and 
when Clarisse's red-mittened hands jerked sharply over her eyes-- then the 
barking stopped -- all at once, with only the echo still there in the cold 
winter morning. 
1
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Tom got out and examined the dog. It was dead. There was not a mark 
on it. He felt, at the moment, that somehow that was a good thing. Some- I 
how it made death more gentle -- and somehow more final. He looked down 
the road toward Clarisse . She was walking away from him, up the walk and 
into her house. Her legs moved from under the beaver coat as though 
weights were tied to her ankles. Her shoulders were those of a very old 
woman . The red mittens were garish instead of gay , and the bright shine 
of her black girlish hair seemed rather ludicrously out of place . 
~om hesitated, finally hefted the heavy dog into his arms. Then very 
231 
slowly he began walking after Clarisse. His shoes squeaked in the wet 
snow. His eyes were blinded by the reflection of the morning sun. He 
struggled up the v;alk to the McDermot 1 s porch, leaned against the railing 
that Henry had built with his own hands. He lifted the brass woodpecker 
and watched its beak tap up and down on the brass tree trunk. It seemed 
hours before the door opened and Henry stood there in his bathrobe, his 
feet in scotch plaid slippers. 
"Look, u Tom began. "Look, Henry 
" 
"I know II ... 
"God, I'm sorry l" 
"It's all right." 
"Henry It ••• 
"Yes? " . 
11 I knew what Jenney meant. More than anyone else. I knew what she 
meant to Clarisse." 
11 Did you?" 
"I'm sorry. That's all. I'm sorry." He pushed the heavy dog into 
Henry's arms , then turned and went back down the waLk. He heard the door 
close behind him, and he thought, rather foolishly, that he and Clarisse 
had sort of swapped dogs. She'd brought him a puppy. Now he'd taken 
Jenney back to her. He thought that, and he thought of Clarisse's last 
words -- that she would see him at the Cousins' party that afternoon. He 
thought she'd been mistaken, and the party would seem a little empty with-
out her. 
* * * * * 
Clarisse wore a black dress to the Cousins 1 · eggnog party. Not in 
mourning for Jenney at all, but simply because she looked good in black and II 
·I had, for Christmas, received a black bag and a dark shade of "Early Dusk" 
nylons that were crying to be worn with her best cocktail dress. Her eyes, 
too, were clear and bright, from the time she entered the house until the 
moment, an hour later, when she departed. For the Cousins' party was one 
of those afternoon affairs, where the invitations read, "Eggnogs from 
4:30 to 7:0011 , where everyone arrives at six thirty, and leaves when he 
is either too sick or bored to stay any longer. In the end, Clarisse was 
neither sick nor bored. She was still bright-eyed, still a bit somber as 
befits one in bereavement, and still, as always, so overwhelmingly attrac-
tive that even Henry began to feel a little uncomfortable about it. 
Tom, of course, was aware that things were not quite as they should 
have been. He said pleasant things to Don and Shelley, gave f,frs. Post 
his most "charming young man-- he'll go places" smile, poured himself an 
eggnog, and trapped Clarisse in a corner. There he sipped the eggnog and 
wiped the foam from his lips with a paper napkin decorated with tiny 
reindeer. There he looked down the V of Clarisse 1 s dress and wondered if 
perhaps he had made a bad mi'stake in his attempt to be so tough and noble 
that month or so before when the puppies had been born. There, in the 
corner, he looked into the black of Clarisse's eyes and said, 11 I don't 
get i t. 11 
11What don't you get, Tom?" 
"You." 
11 Me? 11 
"Now, look here -- I ran over your dog. I'm sorry. You know that. 
I thought, when I did it, that I was killing you. I was running over you." 
II 
'I ,,
,I 
II 
j! 
II 
II 
ll 
11 I feel very well , thank you." 
" Now look here " 
11 But I am glad it bothered you. I am glad of that. 11 She started to 
move away, but Tom's voice was behind her. "Maybe you and Henry are all 
right again." 
"Again?" She turned slowly. 
"What that guy doesn't know about hl.s vdfe --" He stopped then, 
knowing he shouldn't have said it, knowing it was anger there in his 
throat, and more than that, it was the hopeless irritation he always felt 
when he thought something was going on that he knew nothing about. 
Clarisse was looking at him. He dropped his eyes and sipped at his 
eggnog and wiped the foam from his lip with the antlers of a reindeer. 
He said, "Well, after all -- 11 
"After all, Tom, perhaps Henry isn't the only one." 
11 The only one, what?" 
"That doesn't know everything about his wife." She moved away then, 
and stood in the smug security of the group around the punch bowl. 
The Littles were there, and the Shultzes and Siler~. The Shultzes 
stood out their time by the eggnogs, not from love of the stuff so much as 
from the unconscious realization that people had to come to the bowl now 
and then. When they did come, then of course they'd be there to talk to, 
which enabled the Shultzes to avoid the awkwardness of moving about the 
room, butting in on conversations where they might not be appreciated . 
And the Littles were there, Mar.jorie in red wool, Fred in blue serge, 
and Fred said that by golly these were the finest eggnogs he'd had in 
many a moon, which prompted sour looks from everyone else in the vicinity, 
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including Don and Shelley , who, as firmly as everyone else, were convinced 
that eggnogs were the most stupid concoctions aqrone had yet iarented, but !I . 
were necessary only because it was Christmas and because Mrs, Post might 
not approve of anything much stronger. 
And the Silers were there, Blair's wil~ed collar tabs turned up 
under his reaqy-made bow-tie1 and Mamie wore a short purple crepe Skirt, 
and ankle strap shoes. She dipped herself a cup of eggnog and turned her 
longish nose once more toward the corner, where she'd noticed Tom in 
conversation with Clarisse. She was relieved to see Clarisse moving toward 
the punch bowl, standing directly beside her. 
whispering, 
"Yes, Mamie?" 
"You didn't say an;yt.hing to Tom?" 
"About what?" 
''Clarisse If ••• She was 
"You know what. About what I told you -- about what I saw out the 
window that night. About ~~At Tom doesn't know about Don." 
"No, I -" And Clariese looked over the bowl, into the puzzled 
anger of Tom Morris' eyes. "No," She formed the words with her mouth, 
aware that Tom was still watching her, his eyes glued on the moving curve 
of her lips. "No, I didn't tell Tom what he doesn't know about Don." And 
she was satisfied to see Tom's eyes widen, and see his mouth drop open 
like a foam ringed door. 
Mamie sighed. She told herself once more that it was certai~ a 
sigh of relief. However, there was, somewhere inside her, a very nasty 
little elf who tried to twist everything around, who tried to exp~n that 
really she was only disappointed, because sometimes you can only pu~h a 
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story so far -- until eventually it reaches one of those silent people who 
believe you when you swear them to secrecy-- until, wi th no air to breathe , ! 
the story dies. But Mamie stamped the elf back into the remoter corners 
of her mind. She decided that everything possible must be done to protect 
both Shelley and Clo, her two very best friends. Consequently, she ap-
preached them one at a time. To Clo she said, "Darling , I only want you to 
know that I know and that I understand, and it won't ever pass my lips, 
because I realize that Shelley is just as dear a friend of yours as she 
is of mine. 11 Then, quite mysteriously, she slipped away , leaned over 
Shelley's shoulder, and whispered, ''If you ever need me, darling -- I 
mean if you should ever find out anything that might disillusion you , and 
make you think less of Don or of Clo -- or of anyone (she added the "any-
one1' so that it would not be too apparent whom she was really talking about) 
then I want you to know that I see the whole business objectively, and you 
can count on a really unbiased opinion about the entire thing." Then she 
melted away to say a few words to Mrs. Post . She felt, as she did so, 
that now everything was pretty well straightened out. 
Shelley raised her cup to her lips, paused, and put it down again. 
She puckered her mouth, drew her eyebrows in close together, and wondered 
if perhaps she had had too many eggnogs. Then she turned and looked 
carefully about the room. Her eyes met Clo's. Clo, in fact, was staring 
directly at her. Both girls' lips parted slightly. Each closed her mouth 
firmly and turned away, Olo to the contemplation of her own sensuous face 
in the mirror of her compact , and Shelley to her husband, who was smiling 
at everyone, downing his own eggnogs with a relish that lacked conviction. 
"Don ••• " She touched his arm, wishing his face would blur before her 
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eyes, hoping she was really a little tighter than she felt. "I want to 
speak to you a minute, Don". 
"Fine," he said. 11 Sure thing. Fine." 
11 In the bedroom." 
He carried his cup with him as he walked behind her. II ... "Oh He 
noticed that she held her shoulders stiffer than usual. Her dress was 
white faille with rayon velvet. The neck was high, the back cut low, and 
a touch of last summer's tan was still there between her shoulder-blades. 
"Now II . . . Shelley closed the door. She did not look at her husband • 
She glanced into her dressing table mirror, saw her own hair, the taste-
fully cut dress, the haughty rising of her chin. She thought of a movie 
sheid seen once where something like this had happened, and somehow the 
wife' s words came back to her. 11 So ••• You didn 't think I knew. 11 
"Knew what, darling?" She remembered those words, too, and the 
innocence, too. 
"About you and --11 
11 Me and what?n 
"You and who." Now they were getting out of script. It needed re-
writing. The dialogue had ceased to be clear and tense, had become fuzzy 
and a trifle ridiculous, the way she seemed to be acting herself -- fuzzy 
with eggnogs and a trifle ridiculous. 
11 All right. Me and who. I didn 1 t think you knew about me and v1ho." 
"That woman." It sounded terribly dramatic, and she wished she'd 
used the word 11 girl11 instead. 
"That woman. " 
11 Yes, 11 she said, watching her own mouth in the mirror. "That woman ." 
"In French," Don remarked, 11 they always use ci after femme when they 
mean 'this woman here,' and la after f emme when they mean 'that woman 
there 1 • 11 
"Never mind what the French -- 11 
"And there's a dash betwf')en the wor ds. I r emember that from ll\Y t hird 
year. I flunked French ll\Y second year, you know." 
"No, I didn't know, and I don't care. All I want to know is what's 
going on between you and Clo Morri s . " She had said t he words , and now 
they were out wher e she coul d listen to them and not quite understand them 
herself. 
"Me and Clo Morris?" Don sat down on t he bed. 11 Me and Clo Morris?ll 
"Yes, you and Clo Morris." She kept it going because it was started, 
and one sil l y remar k can sometimes be strengthened by another. "I've been 
heariP~ things, and now I remember you talk about her in your sleep some-
times . You say things like -- 11 
"Like what?" 
'!Well, like how our picket fence ought to be taken down because it's 
just like hers , and -- 11 
"That 's · just because there's no poi nt in the houses looking exactly 
alike, is there? I mean-- well, I mean you might ge t mixed up and get 
in the wrong house sometime, or --11 
"Or maybe," Shelley said, expressing a new and terrifying t hought, 
11 or m~ybe, when you say that, you're dr eaming that to get over to her house 
you have to jump two fences, and if we took ours down, then you'd only 
have to jump one. I mean dreams ~symbolic, you know. They could mean--' 
But she could not go on, for there was no room for her voice a~ longer. 
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Don was laughing. He was sitting on the bed, roari.ng with laughter. Then 
suddenly he stood up and put his arms around her. 
He said, 11 Baby, there's enough to worry about between us. Just us, 
with nobody else mixed up in it. So please, baby, let's just be one unit. 
Just us ••• Please ••• 11 And he paused, thinki ng of Mr . Sloan and the 
many things, the many fears and torments and moments of shame that he had 
never confided in his own wife. And he thought that he was talking words 
now, and that they were really not living together as one unit at all, and 
never had -- not since they moved here anyway. Not really. Not really •• • n 
"Don ••• 11 
He said, 11 Vie 1d better get back to the guests." 
"Don ••• 11 
"I love you, baby. That's all. No matter what, I love you ." And 
he went back to the guests. Shelley followed. Her shoulders drooped under 
her new dress, for she'd really had no cause to inquire about anything 
concerning Don. After all, there was something important -- something very 
important that she had never told him either. She thought of the shot-gun 
she'd given him, and she wondered, as she followed absently after him to 
the living-room, whether he would ever really get a chance to use it on 
those lovely Montana partridge. 
It was precisely seven o'clock when Don entered the living-room. All 
the women stood by the punch bowl and the men were moving toward the out-
side door, starting their hourly pilgrimages home to check on their sleep-
i ng children. Tom was wj_th them. He turned when Don entered, and re-
marked casually , "Walk over with me? I 1 11 only be a minute. 11 
II Sure ••• 11 Don followed the group of . men out to the front walk . 
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They all turned up their coat collars. Then they separated, Blair going 
toward his house, Marvin toward his, Fred toward his, and Tom toward his . 
Only Henry McDermot was left. He stood on the porch and smoked, and de-
cided not to go back into the house until the other men had returned. 
Tom did not speak whi l e he and Don crossed the lawn. He walked in 
easy strides, but his face was lihed with puzzled wonder . He kept sucking 
in his breath, then letting it out suddenly in a puff of steam . He entered 
his house on tip-toe, crept to the bunkroom door, glanced in, then tip-
toed back to the kitchen. "All right," he said, 11 they 1re both asleep.ll 
Don was moving toward the door. 11 How about a drink? 11 
"No, thank.s. I ought to get back. 11 
11 Straight bourbon." 
11 Well ••• 11 He laughed. "Those eggnogs are heavy, aren't they?" 
11 A good drink will cut them. 11 Tom opened the kitchen cabinet and 
reached for an opened bottle of Old Crow. Standing behind him, watching 
him, Don knew they were about to get something straightened out, and a 
drink was supposed to make it easier. But still Tom did not speak until 
he'd filled his horse-head old fashioned glasses with ice and poured a 
double jigger of bourbon into each. Then he raised his glass and said, 
11 Cheers. 11 
11 Here' s the go, 11 Don said. 
They drank and Tom put his glass down on top of the washing machine. 
He ran his tongue around his lips, spoke away toward the bottle of bourbon. 
"There's something I wanted to tell you, Don. 11 
11 It can be explained, if you want to listen." He had the uneasy 
feeling that Tom knew all about that night when he'd gotten his house 
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mixed up, that night when Clo, in a wild mood, had played it a little 
indiscreetly. Tom knew ·all that, but was not going to admit it. He had 
something else on his mind. "Well'? 11 Don probed. 
"About Shelley ,Don." 
"Shelley? II 
"You know how it is. Friend to friend. I wouldn't say this if I 
didn 1 t like both you and Shelley •11 
"Say what, Tom'? 11 He kept his voice casual. He was not excited, not 
afraid, not anything but idly curious. "Say what, Tom? 11 
11 Ylell, you know how Shelley is'? Vlhen she 1 s had a couple of drinks, 
she gets -- well, gay -- affectionate. You know •11 
11 I 1 m not so sure I do • 11 
"The way she looks at a guy . II •• 0 
11 You? 11 
"Well -- 11 
"And what else? 11 
"Little things. You get the idea that II Tom was fumbling . He knew 
it, finished his drink, and said it straight out. "I'd keep an eye on her, 
Don. Not that I'm accusing her, you understand, but she's high strung , 
and when she gets a few drinks and gets emotiol".ally upset, why -- 11 
11 Anything could happen? 11 
"Well -- 11 
"Because it's almost happened with y ou? 11 He was pushing Tom. He said 
it again. "With you?" 
11Vfe ll -- 11 
Don put his glass down beside Tom's on the washing machine. He did it 
very carefully. Then he looked straight at Tom and said, 11 You 1re a God 
damn'd liar, Tom." He felt the anger beginning to creep into him so his 
face was hot and his flesh tingled as with a mild electric shock. He 
caught himself measuring Tom and thinking that if he turned slightly and 
dropped his shoulder and feinted with his left -- but he didn't. He turned 
and walked out of the kitchen, across the porch and into the chilly air. 
Tom walked behind him, saying nothing. So they moved across the lawn that 
way, saying nothing , walking like two smal l boys playing soldier, one 
marching stiffly behind the other. And it was not until they 'd reached 
the y~llow glow of the porch light t hat t he full meaning of Tom's insinu-
ations percolated into Don' s consciousness. When it did, he sat down on 
the porch step and laughed until the tears came to his eyes, rolled down 
his cheeks, and tasted salty in his mouth . 
"What's so funny? 11 Tom was hedging . 
"Nothi ng . Nothing at all." But it was funny -- the second funny 
thing he'd heard i n an even half hour. First Shelley and now Tom. Very 
funny, and nasty, too, and very very sad. For Tom, with his stubborn 
pride, his unflaggi ng belief in his own masculinity, was only tryi ng to 
protect himself. He r ealized a certain weakness in Clo -- a certain 
"affectionate" mood after she'd had a couple of drinks. He had also 
heard rumors - - the same that Shelley had heard. And he was soothing his 
anger and his frustration and his hurt pride in his own ridiculous way. 
Don saw it clearly . He laughed loud, then let it die and blew his nose 
and stood up. "Don't worry," he said. "You don't have to worry about a 
thing ." 
"No?" 
- , 
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"There 1 s been one hell of a misunderstanding. 11 
11 Really? 11 
11 Yes, really." 
"Well ••• " Tom shuffled his feet. 11 About what I said 11 
"There 1 s been one hell of a misunderstanding •11 Don turned and went 
into the house. He knew Tom was walking behind him. He drooped his 
shoulders walked in a pur poseful easy slouch. Tom could have his confi-
dence and give his wife an Austin and move to his Oak Knoll Ridge. But 
even Tom Morris' confidence ended somewhere -- and it was a place Don 
knew, with wonderful certainty, that he would never be. 
* * * * * 
The McDermots were the first to leave. They crossed the street 
slowly , walking side by side. Henry held his wife's arm, but occasionally 
she pulled away to step on a bare spot in the melting snow, then swung 
close again, attempting to save her stockings from water that might leak 
in through the open toes of her pumps. They said very little. They 
glanced down the street at the rows of lighted houses, at the rows of 
electric candles in the kitchen windows, at the red and blue and gree of 
the lights on the Christmas trees, seen as in the open, through the lines 
of picture windows . Their own house was decorated more than any other. 
Blue lights glowed on both the arbor-vitae bushes, and each window boasted 
a row of yellow indtation candles. Their tree had those new lights --
t he kind that look like candles and bubble alcohol when lighted. They 
went into the living-room and sat facing each other on the sectional 
furniture. There was a space, a wall of silence between them that had 
been there since the moment of Jenney's death, since the horrible, aching 
moment when Henry had walked through the kitchen carrying Jenney in his 
arms, had gone down into the cellar and wrapped the dog in her own blanket 
and laid her gently on her special mattress on her special bed, so that 
she looked like a dog sleeping, quite peacefully , quite at home in the 
familiar basement. Then Henry had collected Jenney 's belongings-- the 
flea powder, the brush, the comb, the worm tablets, and the rubber bone 
they had given her that same morning . He had locked the cellar door and 
returned to t he living-room and sat on the sectional furniture. Clarisse 
had been there, too, si~ting directly across from him, exactly as they were 
sitting now -- exactly precisely the same. 
"It was a nice party." 
11 Yes ••• Yes, it was ." Henry stood up and switched on the lights of 
the Christmas tree . The alcohol in the candles heated and bubbled. One 
refused to light, and he said, 11 1 111 have to get some more bulbs. Tomorrow. 
I 111 make a point of it •11 He glanced at the line of Christmas cards 
standing on the mantle. "Anyway, we got more cards than the Cousins did. 
And that one from Roger Parson-- I know he's not much of an actor yet, 
but they 're grooming him for stardom, and --" 
And there was silence again, and they were aware they were alone to-
gethe r i n their neat little house. There was no clutter from childr en's 
toys . Even Jenney 's bone was no longer there to trip over. And even the 
puppies' bed was gone, as the last one had been given to the Littles that 
same morning , directly after Jenney ' s death. So the house was clean and 
oddly uncomfortable, with nothing to be i r r i tated at-- and nothing to 
laugh at. 
If 
... "Clarisse Henry took off his coat, folded it, laid it over a 
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chai r . 
"Yes ••• ? 11 
"You don ' t really feel bad, do you?" 
"No ••• No, I don't . " 
11 You 1v.:e been acting so odd, I thought II 
"I haven't had a 1 thing'. I won't ever have one again. 11 
11 No, I mean it's as if you used to be carrying a heavy weight on y our 
shoulders, but it's not there any longer." 
She laughed . "You do understand me, don't you, :-Ienry?" 
"I know that somehow Jenney's being -- well, something it 1 s - - well, 
you don't seem to be f l ounderi ng any 1onger . 11 
" No • , ,11 
"Only us ••• floundering together. 11 
11We won't be. 11 
He looked up sharply. 
11 I 1ve been seeing Doctor Link off and on. I was never sure. Now, 
with Jenney dead -- now I 1m sure. 11 
11 Sure ••• ? 11 Henry stood up and looked down at his wife . "Sure of 
what? What are you talking about? Sure of what, Clarisse?" 
" Of exactly what we have to do." 
He stared at her, and then very s l owly he knelt down and put his 
elbows on her knees and looked into her eyes and wondered if it had final ly 
come to that - - divorce. DIVORCE. Had it finally come to that? 11Look , 
honey, ••• about that girl. You've never really wanted me to talk about 
her. You 1 ve never given me a real chance to explain. Ivlarion Phalen. I 1 m 
not seeing her any more. I told you that. I don't want her. Don't you 
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understand that. I never did. It was just -- 11 
"I know what it was. You told me what it was . 11 
11 No you don't know. Not really . And it hasn't come to anything . 
We 1 re just the way we always were, you and me, and - - 11 He pushed his face 
into her lap . His fingers ran along her arm, then gripped tightly on her 
hand, s~ueezed until the pressure hurt. 
11 I knovv what we have to do , Henry. 11 She spoke quietly now. 11 I 1 ve 
been seeing Dr. Link, and I know what we have to do. 11 Then, for a moment, 
neither of them moved. Henry's fingers dug into the back of her hand. 
Another light blinked out on the Christmas tree. A window pane rattled 
with a sudden gust of winter air, causing a Christmas card to flutter down 
from the mantle, and from far away in another town came the joyous sound 
of church bells ringing on Christmas night . Clarisse heard them all - -
everything-- Henry ' s heav;-y breathing and the far-off bells and the crack-
ing pane of glass, and even theiaint bubbling of the lights on the Christ-
mas tree. She heard more now; she saw more now; she knew more now , than 
ever before in her married life. She knew that the strength was within 
herself and the future was in her hands. She knew how completely lost 
Henry was to tbink of divorce wi th the very first words she'd spoken. 
Divorce had never been in her mind, never in even the farthest corners, 
in even the darkest days. But now, with Henry's head in her lap, with his 
fingers clutching hard at her hand, it V'lOuld do no harm to let hirn think, 
so. 
The Shultzes walked home along the slippery street. They noticed the 
McDermotS tree was lighted and the McDermots had those lights that bubble. 
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They noticed Clo 1 s new car at the curb bef ore the Morris' house, and they 
stopped and peered inside at the tan upholstery. They examined the dented 
fender. 
III'm really sorry for Clarisse, 11 Norma said. 11It was awful-- Jenney 
being killed like that •11 
11 I can imagine how Tom must have felt." , 
11 Tom l 11 She snorted. 
"I've told you a million times he's not a bad sort at all. He may 
even gi ve me a contact for a decent job someday.n 
11 He doesn't like --11 
nus? II 
11 Jews." 
11 Nonsense ~ 11 
She laughed. "And you know what -- all those qualities he condem...YJ.s --
flashiness, being aggressive, loud-- all that he doesn't like in Jews 
he's got more of it than anyone else I know. I guess he wants to keep it 
all for himself •11 She fell silent, and Marvin slipped an arm around her 
waist. He was used to these outbursts. Personally, he wanted to like 
people and he wanted them to like him. Sometimes it became quite tiresome 
calming Norma down, making her see that everyone was not necessarily 
against her. 
He said, 11It 1 s Christmas, honey, and let's not talk about it. 11 
"All right." She moved close to him. "Did anyone eay anything about 
your new tie? 11 
11 Well -- yes. 11 
11 Who? 11 
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"Well -- everyone ." 
"What did they say?n 
"Well-- that it was very nice." He had an inspiration. 11 hy, 
practically all the men there said they'd give their right arm to own a 
hand-knit tie. All the wives -- well, they were a little sore. You know 
what I mean. They knew there wasn't a chance they'd ever be able to knit 
one." 
"But you 've got one." She was purring then. 
11 Yes, I've got one." His voice lower now. He said it again, louder 
this time, and they walked on together, seeing the lighted trees in their 
neighbors' picture windows, wondering if perhaps next year they'd have the 
courage to stretch their religion just a little further, and have a Christ-
mas tree themselves -- if only a very small one. 
Although he'd been planning all during the latter part of the party 
to lay into Clo the moment they got home, Tom changed his mind at the last 
moment. He knew, through an absolute trust in the honesty of Don Cousins, 
that all the gossip and insinuations had been caused by nothing more than 
the loose tongue of Mamie Siler . He knew , also, that if he so much as 
mentioned the thing even jokingly, that Clo would immediately take the 
defensive, whether there was any reason to or not. He, then, would take 
the offensive. He would infer that perhaps there ~ some justification 
for the gossip, and she would remind him of Ben Stumper and a girl named 
Flossie or Mickey or Doris Womer, and a lot of other things he did not 
care to have discussed. So it was better not to say anything at all. I 
I 
Clo hung her coat in the revolving closet, and commented that Shelley II 
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I 
I 
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had got a cigarette case and Mamie a sewing machine and Norma some terrible 
perfume and Clarisse some kitchen pans. What she meant by this was that 
she, Clo Morris, had received an English Austin. She started to say more. 
She said, "Really l Some of the presents men give their wivesl 11 
"Please, Clo II . . . He did not want to hear about it • 
Clo swung to look at her husband. "But, after all, you gave it to me. 11 i 
"I know , but I'd just rather not have you compare it with what anyone 
else got." 
11 But for heavens sake --l" 
"I'd just rather you wouldn't~~~ He went into the kitchen and had 
another swallow from the bottle of Old Crow that was still balanced on 
the washing machine. He stared out the window toward the Silers' house, 
and he thought of Blair and his silly jack and the way he'd put on the 
chains without even tipping the ash from his cigarette. He wondered, 
vaguely, exactly what it was that made Blair and so many others like him 
so maddeningly content even though they wanted thi1~s they didn't have, 
even though they might be quite dissatisfied . It was something he did not i 
think about often, but had been in his mind a good deal since buying the 
car for Clo, since starting the actual search f or the house on Oak Knoll 
I 
I 
I 
I 
Ridge. It was the reason he had not wanted to hear Clo compare presents -- I 
because, somewhere inside himself, he was not exactly certain that Clo 1 s 
car meant much of anything at all. 
Tom shook his head and drank a long glass of water to get rid of the 
infernal thirst that eggnogs always gave him. He remembered once, long 
ago in Schenectedy, when he'd first met Clo, and, at the time, had been 
building a ship model from one of those ready-~ade kits . He had, during 
249 
those few short months, been an extremely contented man. And he wondered 
,, 
I' 
now, if he vwuld ever try to build another ship model. 
how far a man had to go before he could be called reallyH:u:::::::: exactly I 
exactly how big a house, how many cars, how many suits of clothes. He 
wondered , rather sadly, and then, because he was Tom Morris, he stopped 
wondering altogether, and turned his mind to the next week's business and 
an important luncheon with a manufacturer of sheets and pillow cases. He 
turned his eyes once more to the blinking neon sign that urged him ever 
onward, that brashly advertised the only practical goal a man could ever 
reach -- SUCCESS. 
The Littles and Silers crossed the street together. Now, in late 
December, they were closer friends than ever before, bound now by common 
sympathies and understandings. The Morrises would be moving in the spring, 
and the Cousins, who were only renting a~Tay, would be heading west when 
their lease ran out. But they -- the Littles and the Silers -- their 
dreams were vaguer, and the fulfillments more distant. Someday -- someday 
-- Blair would have his farm, and someday Marjorie would have a house 
that she had planned neatly, thoroughly, perfectly in her mind. It would 
have six rooms and two baths. There'd be a fieldstone fireplace in the 
cropped living-room, an acre of land, and a two-car garage with those 
with those automatic electric doors. The kitchen would be huge with an 
easy chair and a garbage disposal unit. The house, in Marj orie's imagina-
tion, would be the fulfillment of all her plans , all her dreams -- a very 
special house, in a very special place for two very special people with 
very special tastes·. It had never occurred to Mar jorie Little that this 
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"dream-house" of hers was no different in plan, size, or location, than 
! 
those dreamed of by some hundred and thirty million other Americans. If 
it had occurred to her, it would not have disturbed her in the slightest. 
,, 
jl 
Now, crossing the street, Marjorie brought her dreams a little closer 
I 
to r eality. 11 The Fowl Section will be open in April, I understand. They 1 re jl 
,, 
going to put the new houses up for sale all at once on the same day, and I 
first come, first served. 11 
11 I don't know," Mamie said. 
"I do." Blair stared across the street at the garage that he hated 
to leave, at the windows of his 11 finished11 upstairs, to which he'd given 
just a little of himself . "I know, all right. 11 
"Of course we 're not too sure." Fred laughed tentatively and glanced 
down at his wife. "After all, it's not as if we were buying a washing 
machine . 11 He started to go on, then stopped because it suddenly occurred 
to him that by golly it was exactly like buying a washing machine . Exactl y . 
I 
II 
I 
:I 
I 
I 
Mamie said, "Blair will come around." 
i 
And then she laughed and they j 
parted, each couple going its own way . 
As they moved down the slippery road, Fred linked his arm through 
Mar jorie's. "Please, 11 he said. "Wait till we get through paying for the 
car. Wait till we get caught up on Christmas. It cost more than I 
figured, and --11 And then because the moon had come out and the streets 
were quiet and it was Christmas night, he squeezed her thin arm tighter 
as they walked on in the darkness. 
Mamie clutched at Blair's arm. It was always this way. He loved her, 
'I 
[1 
I 
yet he did not hold her arm. He adored her, yet somehow he forgot to pull I 
., 
back her chair or light her cigarettes. But she was used to it now. It I 
I 
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was quite normal for her to bend his arm, crook it at the elbow, then hang 
on, as one adjusts and then clutches a lifeless strap in a trolley car . 
Blair sighed. "It was a good party -- a really good Christmas. " 
11 You 1 re my gift this Christmas." 
"What?" 
"Don't you l ike me be t ter than all those other girls?" 
"Why, sure. I never thought --" 
11 At least I 1 m not catty •11 
11 Catty? 11 he said. 
"Some of the things they sayl 11 She snorted and adjusted her stride 
to his. "They take the simplest little rumors and twist t hem into the 
most horrible scandals. 11 And for a moment she v.ras silent, wagging her 
head, wondering at the carele ss impropriety of women. 
I 
I. 
II 
I' 
,I 
Mrs. Post went to bed at nine, partly because she was tired after the I 
party in her honor, and partly because she felt that Don and Shelley liked 
to be alone at night . Don r ealized this, and felt slightly in the way 
himself, as though he'd driven his mother-in-law into reading detective 
stories in bed . He found it hard to settle down, and passed a good part 
of the early evening pacing the floor, rearranging the lights on the tree, 
and casting wistful glances at his t welve guage shot-gun. 
Shelley watched from the sofa. Her eyes were quiet; her face was 
serious. A good deal of the gaiety had left it -- a good deal of the 
sparkle that had been there during their first months in Camptown, when 
she had always preserved a certain sense of humor about the town and 
Mr. Camp and the house and herse lf. She had, du:r'ing those first months, 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I, 
I 
I 
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felt qtrlte secure in making all the derogatory remarks she pleased. After 
all, they did have those letters from Ned, and they~ going to move. 
Now, however, during the last few weeks, she had suddenly become overly-
serious, as though it were not so much a silly existence they were living 
as a depressing, inescapable one. 
Don did not understand. He had tried, and Shelley always said it was 
nothing, that she was in a gloomy mood, that's all, and the subject was 
always dropped. But the gloomy mood had persisted. It was getting Don 
down as well. 
Suddenly he stopped pacing. "Shelley ••• Listen, Shelley, something's 
happening and I know it and so do you, and the way I figure it, we might 
as well be perfectly frank with each other." 
rt Haven 1 t we been?" She was looking at her hands. She was twisting 
her fingers into a tight, complicated knot. 
11 No, we haven't. And it's all my fault, probably. I didn't tell 
you about getting those arbor-vitae bushes , and then I -- well , I got 
mixed up that night at Clo 1 s house, and-- well, I haven't been wholly 
honest with you, and there's more, too." 
11 More? 11 
11 Mr. Sloan hinted that if I stay on with him, I can probably go a 
long ways ." He laughed uneasily. "And you know what I told him. I told 
him there wasn't a chance. Not a chance. I said we'd planned our lives 
and we knew what we wanted , and there wasn 't anything that was going to 
change our minds. And there isn't either. We 'll have the money-- just 
like I said we'd have it. No more and no less, but we'll have it. It's 
go~ng to be a tight squeeze, but we'll make it, all right, and even if we 
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have to rough it out there a little at first, what of it? We ' re both young, .I 
and Wendy's already three, so -- 11 His voice died as he watched Shelley's 
face. She had winced. She had quite clearly, quite distinctly winced. 
11 Shelley ••• 11 
11 Yes? 11 
"Don't you want to go to Montana? Don't you want to?" 
Her laugh was sardonic, almost hysterical. 
"Then for heaven's sake --11 
"Please, Don l Please , please, please l 11 
"Can 't you be frank with me, too? The way you acted about giving me 
that shot-gun -- as if I 1 d never get a chance to use it -- the way you " 
"Please •• 111 
slept with Wendy. 
She stood up and went into the bunkroom, where her mother j 
She closed the door behind her, and a moment later Don I 
I 
could hear her sobbing, while W~s. Post murmured words of comfort. He 
stood motionless in the center of the floor, angry , puzzled , hopelessly 
confused. Something was going on. Something had happened . Mrs. Post had 
changed Shelley's mind about going West. She didn't want her daughter so 
far away, so quite slyly she had changed her daughter's mind . Or perhaps 
Shelley knew of the doubts that had crept into his own mind. Perhaps she 
knew the exact words of his talk with 1\ir . Sloan, Perhaps she had lost 
faith in him, as he had begun to lose faith in his own courage and his own 
decisions . Perhaps, perhaps --
To hell with it l He picked up the shot-gun and si ghted along the 
,. 
i 
II 
I 
He cocked it, pulled the trigger, and brought down a fat partridge ~~ 
that was sitting in his Christmas tree . 
barrel. 
* * * * * 
I 
I! 
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Christmas took a long time in qying. There were those who hated to 
see it go', and left wreaths on their front doors well into January. Some, 
like Mrs. Jasper Dowd, however, believed it bad luck to leave a tree 
standing after midnight on New Year's day, and for her and her disciples, 
Christmas had a decisive end. On the morning of January lst, 2,432, or 
I 
approximately half the town's Christmas trees, stood forlornly on the side- II 
walks awaiting the ash man. A few strands of tinsel still clung to the II 
dying branches, though W~s. Tuppler's tree was stripped completely bare, I 
which caused a good deal of discussion on Kangaroo Road. There were those 
who claimed that her husband Clarence was so tight-fisted that he'd picked 
off every thread of tinsel meticulously, taking four hours to do it, in 
order to save a few pennies on the expense of next year's decorations. 
And there were those kinder neighbors who argued that there had never been 
any tinsel on the tree in the first place, because the Tupplers had been 
too stingy to buy any. Following this altercation, a Mr. Cohen in the 
Animal Section, set his own tree out for the ash man with all the tinsel 
and even a few ornaments still clinging to the branches. He thought it 1 
I 
might indicate his casual way with money . But in the end, he was considere~ 
only an extravagant fool. 
So Christmas lingered in death, and took it painfully. The first 
coasting accident occurred on January 3rd, when Master Bertie Siler ran 
his new Flexible Flyer through two pickets of the Morris' fence; and the 
first bicycle was broken in February on a warm day, when the ice melted so 
completely that even Fred Little came outdoors to test his lawnmower. 
Budgets were not properly balanced until sometime in March, and l'iir . Camp's 
silverplated cigarette boxes were not turned into recepticles for used 
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razor blades until spring had come and the mud was everywhere. 
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PART THREE 
HAPPILY EVER AFTER 
THE Pwr THICKENS SLIGHTLY 
inter was white and deep. It was also wet, cold, and interminable. 
Picture windows frosted and automobile radiators froze; chests were rubbed 
with Vicks, and small children were given hot baths after brave hours in-
side their igloos. rvTarty Little got frost bite on January 23rd, and on 
February 2nd Tom Morris' gray homburg was discovered capping a coal-eyed 
snowman. On Lincoln's Birthday, a small boy on Haddock Road was struck 
on the head with an ice-filled snowball, hurled by another small boy from 
around the corner on Flounder Terrace. The combat got out of hand, em-
bracing the parents also, who called each ot her names and threatened to 
sue. The feud ended, however, when the plaintiff invited the defendant 
to ride to the station with him on a morning when his car battery went 
dead. The enemies said nothing until they got off the train together an 
hour later. Then the plaintiff ventured, "See you, 11 and the defendant 
mumbled 11 Yeah, 11 and life went on again as usual. 
Don and Shelley Cousins walked in t he winter. It was Shelley's idea. 
"I feel like walking," she said every weekend. 11 I know we used to go 
riding a lot, but I like the winter air." So they walked, Don holding 
Wendy's hand, his coat collar turned high around his neck, Shelley striding 
beside him with great and calculated energy, letting the puppy Clarisse 
had given them for Christmas run ahead on a leather leash. They spoke 
little during this winter less than ever, less each weekend than the 
weekend before, and least of all on the first day of each month, when Don, 
always a little dramatically, ripped away one more leaf from the kitchen 
calendar-- and one more month toward approaching spring. 11Well," he'd say, 
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tossing the crumpled sheet in the kitchen wastebasket. "Well, April's 
only three months away now. Only three months away." And Shelley would 
nod and plop a sacharrin in her coffee (she was dieting then), and they 
would say no more, fully aware of Don's intended meaning-- aware they 
would be gone from Camptown in three short months -- and aware, too, that 
neither of them quite believed it. 
Somehow, though, the focus of doubt had changed hands. Don understood 
this. He realized that married couples must mutually agree upon their 
individual strengths and weaknesses. Consequently, the most financially 
prudent handles the money, the most patient punishes the child, the most 
competent driver steers the car, and so on, making marriage into an 
Eskimo-like state of Anarchistic Communism. Don understood this. He 
understood also, in the terms of their silent agreement, that Shelley 
would do all the surface verbal doubting, and he would embrace all the 
silent anxiety . It had always been that way, and he had never anticipated 
any change. Yet now, in this early winter of 1950, something had gone 
wrong with that unspoken compromise. Shelley no longer said that she 
doubted their future. She did not laugh or become cynical about it. She 
did not, in fact, even bother to mention it. And to Donald Cousins, 
Shelley's silence meant only one thing-- that she no longer had any hope 
whatsoever -- not even enough to ridicule her own lack of it. 
They walked that winter, and Shelley kept her thoughts to herself, 
and Don felt much like a small boy who saves money to buy a bicycle, and 
in the end becomes sick with the horrible, unaccountable suspicion that 
the price of bicycles has gone up since he started saving -- not as a 
mere ironic twist of Fate, but rather as a normal shift in a natural world, 
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where he is simply not destined to own a bicycle, regardless of how hard 
he may work, how much he may ever save. For there will always be one more 
defeating alteration in the complex order of things , until he is too old 
to want a bicycle any longer -- until he is too old to want much of anything 
until he is too old to want, and too old to move, too old to reach 
beyond the little that he already has. 
They walked that winter 
* 
... 
* 
·l< 
* 
There was a fire hydrant at the corner of Catfish and Pickerel . It 
was a small, red hydrant, boasting now in winter the yellow visitings of 
dogs in the snow around it. An elm stood close by , small too, but American, 
with that sturdy, philosophical look that elms manage to hold throughout 
twelve full months of the year. Shelley sat down on the fire hydrant . 
Her face was unnat11rally white , with only two faint spots of red in each 
cheek -- t hat and the red of her lips -- that and the yellow of her long-
growing hair under her silly knit cap with the white tassel bobbing on top. 
She smiled a little. She let the puppy loose for a moment, brushed her 
hair from her face and said, "I'll get it cut this spring. I like short 
hair on blondes. I - - 11 
"Are you all right? 11 
HYes ••• Winded, I thin..k. Just a little winded." 
"Your face is terribly white. 11 Don moved closer. He rested a foot 
on a projecting spout of the hydrant, drew Wendy in tight against his leg. 
She felt soft and small in her fur-trimmed snOi suit . 11 :Yell ••• 11 
"I think we'd better go back, darling. I've been walking too much 
these Saturdays • 11 
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"I've suggested rides . " 
11 I know ••• 11 She pushed off from the hydrant, called the puppy to 
her, stood uncertain a moment, then wavered and sat down again. Don slid 
an arm about her waist. He noticed that the bright spots i n her cheeks 
had disappeared, and returned onl y slowly, like an unwanted blush. He 
said , "You're sick. I can tell." 
11 Can you? " 
"Maybe I 1 d better go back and get the car ." 
11 No, I'm all right ." She straightened again without faltering, and 
moved away toward Pickerel Road, pausing to smile down at a small chil d 
pulling a heavy sled along the sanded pavement . The steel runners made a 
grating noise on the sand . It was the only sound on that peculiarl y si l ent 
Saturday. "I'm all right." She was still walking , holding the puppy 's 
l eash, l etting him trot along before her . The path was narrow between 
the mounds of plowed snow, and Don was forced to walk behind. He he l d 
tight to We ndy 's hand, kept his eyes on Shelley's back, held straighter 
now, on her feet, moving confidently again in ski boots acquired eight 
years ago i n college , when she'd had a notion to take up skiing seriously. 
At Pickerel Road Shelley headed toward the street so that Don could 
walk beside her, then changed her mind and turned down the narrow side-
walk. She had said nothing but that reassuring , 11 All right." She was 
avoiding her husband, forcing him t o walk behind her, keepi ng silent so 
he could brood and draw his own unsure conclusions. 
"You 1 re very quiet, baby •11 Her voice floated back over her shoulder. 
"I'm worried ," watching the bobbing white tassel on her hat. 
11 You don't have to be. 11 
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"Really, I ought to go back for the car. I know some people along 
here. You could go in one of the houses and wait . I'd only be a minute ." 
He moved closer, stepped on the heel of her boot, then dropped back again. 
"I 1 m sorry.'' 
She did not answer for a long time -- not until they'd left Pickerel 
and entered the Animal Section on Chinchilla Lane. Then she spoke very 
softly under her breath, low but clear, like faintly played bells in 
winter, the steam of her breath creeping up to her hair, becoming lost 
there in the flashing yellow . "Walking is very good for me, you know . 
I'm actually supposed to walk at least a mile a day. I don't , though, 
and I try to make it up on Satu~days with you, because walking is so futi le 
when you 're just walking alone, don't you think? And especially when 
you're just walking for it's own sake, and you're not really going any-
where ••• 11 
11 For your dieting?" he said. 
11 No , not for my dieting." She had stopped and was leaning back a-
gainst a maple tree, her hands behind her, clasped together around the 
slender trunk. "Not for my dieting ." And then when he moved toward her 
and she saw the twitching of his mouth, she lifted one mittenless hand to 
his face and left it there, flat against his cheek -- unshaven now on 
Saturday -- guiding his lips to her own. 
A boy rode by on a bicycle and whistled shrilly; a young woman 
pressed a broad nose against her kitchen window as she peered out at the 
first Saturday kiss on Chinchilla Lane . Don heard the whistl e, and over 
Shelley's shoulder he saw the woman's curious face. But his mind was on 
neither of them. It was on the cool touch of Shelley's fingers, on the 
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live taste of her lips. Then he straightened and mumbled something about 
kissing in public. He untangled the puppy, who had tied himself inextric-
ably in his leash. He put an arm about Shelley's waist, grasped Wendy's 
hand, then guided them both into the street, where they all walked in a 
row, Wendy scuffling the snow, Don and Shelley silent, each waiting for 
the other to think of the exact right words to say . 
Shelley found them. She said, 11 I won't blame you if you're angry, 
because I've known quite a long time, you see. Ever since just before 
Christmas •11 
"When you're mother was here? 
"Yes ••• But I didn't want to tell you until April, if I could help 
it. The fourteenth day of April ••• That 1 s when our lease expires, isn 1 t 
i t? 11 
11 Yes, the fourteenth of April." 
"But now you 've found out, and -- and I know it was silly not to 
tell you , but I thought -- well, anyway you don't have to worry because 
everything's arranged. Absolutely, compl etely: arranged." 
11 0h ••• ? 11 
11 It won't be until August. That's only four months after April, you 
know . So you'll go out to Montana alone, and I'm going up to Hartford 
and stay with Mother. " 
"I see ••• It's all arranged." 
"It wouldn't be fair for me to go to Montana with you, since we won't 
even know where we're going to live 
started -- and II 
"And --? 11 
when your business isn't even 
263 
"And with another child -- doctor' s bills -- all that. I mean we 
didn't figure that in, did we? You said we'd be able to live out there 
exactly six months, if we budgeted very closely. After that, if the busi-
ness wasn't on its feet-- then we'd be broke. 11 
11 Yes ••• 11 
liN ow we couldn 1 t do it, you see -- not at all. Unless I go to Mother 1 s 
Alone, you'll be able to save money. Take Board and room somewhere. And 
of course I won't have to pay for my room and board, so -- 11 
"So everything will be just fine, won't it?" He heard his own words 
carrying sarcasm, tried to control them, couldn't, and let them have their 
own way . "Everything will be just peachy t n 
11 Don ••• 11 
"Your husband can't afford you, so you're going home to your motherl" 
"It 1 s only a few months, and --11 
"And I'll bet your mother's getting a big kick out of this. But of 
course it was probably her idea -- all that secret talk last Christmas. 
Sure, I know -- all her idea. She planned the whole thing, didn't she, 
and --? 11 
"I planned it, Don. 11 
11 Sure l Without even telling me l" 
"Because I didn't want you to know until it was too late to change 
your mind. Not till after you 1 d quit Mr . Sloan and made definite arrange-
ments with Ned, and even sent him some money to take that store vacancy 
that's coming up-- not until you couldn't possibly do anything but go t o 
Montana. 11 
"I see. You think I'd change my mind at the drop of a hat." 
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"No, Don-- I thought perhaps I'd make you change it." 
Then for a long time they were silent. Their feet crunched in the 
hard-packed snow, and occasionally Wendy laughed or lagged behind, and 
Don waited , saying, "Come on, Wendy, come on, honey." They turned into 
Zebra Road , their walk slower now. They passed the Shultzes' house and 
waved at Norma , who stood in the backyard, deliberating over what to do 
with her sheets that had frozen stiff on the line; they passed the 
Littles ' house and saw Marjorie t hrough the kitchen window , putting on 
her hat, smoothing down her hair, running a finger across her eyebrows. 
They passed the Silers' house, noticed the Cheverolet backing slowly from 
the garage. It scraped a snowbank and went forward again, backed again, 
went forward again. Don walked down the driveway, told Mamie to move 
over, and backed the car out for her. She said, 11 Thanks," and called 
across the street to Shelley. "Want anything at the market?" 
Shelley shook her head and Mamie waved again (she was always waving) 
and drove the few yards to Marjorie 1 s house. Marjorie minced down the 
icy walk, and the car moved on again to Norma's . 
Don said, "They're going shopping •11 
"Yes ••• " 
"Sure you don't want anything?" 
"I'm sure." 
They went up their own shovelled walk. 
Don said,"I see Clo 1 s car is gone ." 
"Yes, they're house hunting again. 11 
11 0h ••• 11 
"They hope to sign the papers for a ranch house on Oak Knoll Ridge --
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today." She opened the front door and went into the kitchen. The impli-
cation of her words was still there in Don's mind when he took off his 
coat. It was still there when he went back to the kitchen, knelt down, 
and began unlacing Shelley 's boots. 
"Look," he said carefully. "If I keep my job with Acme, I'll make 
enough to buy a house on Oak Knoll Ridge and an' English car besides. 11 
"I know. 11 
"You can tell your mother that. You can write her that.n 
"Please , honey ••• 11 
11 And you are not going to stay with your mother l So maybe I can't 
aff ord to go to Montana and pay for a new baby at the same time! All right 
But you're not going to stay wi t h your motherl" He dropped her boots on the 
floor , straightened, listened to the awful silence, then went back to the 
revolving closet and slipped on his black Navy raincoat. He went back to 
the kitchen. "I'm going out." 
n All right. 11 
"I'll be back later." 
"Your lunch •• "" 
"I'll eat out." 
She did not answer. He hesitated, bent to kiss I endy, then went out, 
slamrrii ng the 11 solid oa.lc 11 door behind him. He climbed into the tired 
station wagon, started the engine, and let it idle a ~oment, staring 
through the windshield at the McDermots' house directly across the street. 
It occurred to him that Clarisse and Henry had no children, and therefore 
no problems. But it was a shameful thought, and he left it quickly be-
hind when he passed the McDermots' front door, the exhaust pipe coughing 
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hoarsely as he gave the engine too much gas. 
* * * * * 
Clarisse picked up the phone. 
"Hello ••• Oh, hello ••• Yes, yes, I was looking over the papers 
just now. They're quite complicated, aren't they? ••• Yes, I know we're 
supposed to wait much longer than this, but I'm afraid we can't ••• You 
understand ••• No , Henry promised to quit today, and I left last week. 
It does sound funny -- both of us throwing over our jobs at a time like 
this~- but it's the only way , really, because if Henry doesn't get out 
of that haberdashery now, he probably never will, and if he doesn't have 
a decent job by next month, then I suppose we'll have to drop the whole 
thing -- not financially sound, or whatever you call it ••• No, I haven't 
told Henry yet ••• Yes, I know, and I do appreciate everything you 1 ve 
done. But it's our only hope-- and I decided not to tell Henry what 
we ' re doing until after he's actually left that horrible store. Of course, 
I'll tell him tonight, if he's gone through with it. He'll have to sign 
the papers anyway ••• No ••• No, there's nothing else ••• And thank you 
a million times. Really, you'll never know -- well, thank you anyway ••• 
Goodbye, Dr. Link." 
She hung up. 
* * * * * 
"Mr . Lauder~ 11 Henry laid the pile of shirts down carefully. He 
cleared his throat and forced himself to look the little man directly in 
the eyes. 11 Mr . Lauder, I 1m quitting l" 
" Quitting? " Mr . Lauder looked up sharply. Everything Mr. Lauder 
did was sharp. There were no curves to the man. He was all sharp edges 
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his voice, his eyes, his movements, his personality . "Quitting , McDermot?" 
"Yes, sir . 11 He wished he hadri 1 t used the 11 sir" • 
"Don't like it here , eh? 11 
"Well, it's not~-" 
11 1Tot good enough for you?" 
"Well, a clerk isn't exactly - - 11 
"You flyers come back from Europe thinking you own the world . " NJr . 
Lauder laughed . His laughter had sharp edges. 11 So quit, if you like . 
Another hero will come around soon enough." He picked up the pile of 
shirts that Henry had just laid down, walked briskly t o a drawer, and slid 
thew in. He had taken up exactly where Henry had left off . A man walked 
out in the middle of a job - - N.II'. Lauder finished it and went on about his 
business . He closed the drawer, swung about, and said, "'Nell, pi ck up 
your pay . Miss Phalen will give it to you." Then, while Henry stood 
motionless, leaning against the shirt counter, the little man darted 
cl oser and st abbed once more with his cutting voice. 11Vlell, what are you 
waiting for?" 
fii was wondering," Henry said, "whether or not I ought to punch you 
in the eye . " 
11 And have you decided?ll 
"It wouldn ' t do any good . You'd get up and start sorting shirts 
again." He swaggered by Mr. Lauder, not f eeli ng quit e s o cocky as he 
looked, and approached the glass cage at the rear of the store. Marion 
was slipping into a polo coat . She was on her way to lunch; she was 
watching Henry. 11 V/ell? 11 he said . 
She sat down, still in her coat , and wrote him a check for fifty-seven 
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dollars. 11It 1 s not quite a full week ." She waved the check to dry it, 
then glided out from the cage, gave the check t o !VIr . Lauder, who signed it 
without a word, and came -back to Henry . "I' l l miss you, Hank . 11 
11 Thanks ." 
"It's your wife, isn't it'?" 
11What? 11 
"She' s making you do this •11 
"I don't know," Henry said . "A clerk in a haberdashery isn't exactly 
what I -- 11 
"It's your wife, isn't it'?" 
"The hell with it ! 11 Henry said. He began walking toward the door, 
and could hear l'v1arion1 s heels clicking behind him. Mr . Lauder glanced up, 
nodded, and began hanging neckties on a wire rack. 
Out on Fifth Avenue, Henry stood silent a moment , leaning into the 
cold air. He. wished now that he had socked .Mr . Lauder after all. He 
wished that Marion Phalen were not on her way to lunch. 
She was talking beside him. 11 I suppose we won't see each other again." 
11 No, I suppose not." 
"After all this, we just don't see each other again. You come in, 
quit your job, and phooey 1" 
11 Look, 11 he said, 11 1ook -- 11 
"Never mind." 
all . 11 
11 It isn't anything against you . A question of a better job, that's 
"At least," Marion said , 11 at least we can toast each other goodbye . 11 
Fifteen minutes later, sitting on the studio couch in Marion Phalen's 
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apartment, Henry began to have extreme doubts. He had come with her 
because she had offered him lunch and a drink and a not unpleasant parting. 
He had not hesitated because there was nothing to be afraid of-- now that 
he'd told Clarisse the entire story. After all, a man doe~n't tell his 
wife about another girl , then go rj_ght on seeing her. It's the confession 
that brea~s the ties. At least that's what_ Henry had always believed 
until right at this precise moment anyway. And now, at this precise 
moment, it occurred to Henry McDermot that telling one's wife about another 
woman was not so much a confession of guilt as it was a defensive maneuver 
against any future wifely suspicions. 
Henry put down his ice-box martini and stirred restlessly on the 
studio couch. He could see Marion in the kitchenette. She was wearing a 
blouse for a change, instead of a sweater. But the effect was the ·same . 
Nothing short of an arctic explorer's fur outfit could ever completely 
hide all traces of Marion Phalen's twenty-year-old ripeness. It was there 
under the blouse. He was here on the studio couch. She was there in the 
kitchenette, heating clam chowder on a gas stove. 
11 Soup 1 s on, 11 Mari on ca.lled. She came out and leaned against the 
doorframe . She tucked in her blouse and arched her back. 11 l'lhat are you 
looking at, Hank? 11 And she laughed and turned back to the chowder. 
Henry swallowed the remainder of his drink and crushed the soggy olive 
between angry teeth. He stood up , swaggered into the kitchenette, and sat 
beside fiiarion on one of the three chromium stools at the breakfast bar. 
They ate their clam chowder with polite sips, their fingers touching now 
and then in the dish of oyster crackers. The chowder was Manhattan, made 
with tomatoes, and being a Dartmouth man himself (New Hampshir e, you know, 
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Hanover, you know) Henry did not believe that any man on earth had the 
right to put a tomato in clam chowder. He decided to say so, since any 
other remark he could think of would have a direct bearing on the fact 
that they were here together and it was a Saturday noon and Marion's room-
mate was not at home. He said, "Whoever thought of putting tomatoes in 
clam chowder?" 
"It's the only proper way. 11 
"I come from New Hampshire myself, and I went to school in New Hamp-
shire, so --11 
11 So now you live in New York, where they put tomatoes in clam chowder." 
That was that. They finished eating in silence and Henry slid dovm 
from the stool. Marion swung about and put out her arms. "Help me down, 
Hank." Her feet were a bare six inches from the linoleum. Henry paused, 
looking at her smiling eyes and her lips and the very center of the blouse. 
Then he placed his hands on either side of her waist and lifted her down. 
She said, 11 Thanks 11 and went into the living-room and sat on the studio 
couch. Henry sat beside her. She said, "Well, Hank, hello, Hank, good-
bye, Hank." 
"Listen, Marion -- 11 
11It was fun while it lasted." 
And then he was kissing her and her mouth tasted like Manhattan clam 
chowder. She opened her own blouse, and a weaker man than Captain Henry 
McDermot, Air Force Reserve, would never have been able to see any further 
than that curve of white, unutterable softness. But Henry had just quit 
his job, had consumed three martinis and a bowl of clam chowder. Somehow 
he was dizzy, and for some reason his eyes focused on Marion's. They were 
271 
272 
=~~=-=-=-=9F====-=-=--======================--~=======-===.~~-=-========#=-~=-=-=-===-
closed, but they opened slowly while he watched her. They were almost 
pure violet, he thought, and very young, he thought -- and, he thought 
just a t iny bit frightened . 
11 Henry , if you want to --11 
He stood up and went into the t i ny bathroom. He brushed his teeth 
with an index finger spread with Pepsodent , combed his hair, and went back 
to the living-room. His mouth still tasted of clam chowder. 
Mar ion was sitting upright on the sofa, her blouse buttoned up again. 
She did not look angry or hurt or amused or sorry. Just a tiny bit re-
lieved, Henry thought -- just a little bit relieved. And standing there 
looking down at her, he remembered once more that at the end of the war 
she'd been sixteen, and only twelve at the beginning. He began to think 
that she was, perhaps, the youngest girl he had ever known, and that he 
had not, in the last ten minutes, done nearly so much good for either him-
self or Clarisse as he had for Mi ss Marion Phalen herself. 
He picked up his hat. "Well --11 
"You know , don't you, Hank?" 
"Know?" 
"That I 1ve never really had a boy-friend -- not really -- and espec-
i ally a married man and a flyer, and -- 11 
"The war's over , baby." He felt some surprise to hear himself say 
those words. "It's over and done with, and unfortunately y ou missed it. 
If it were just beginniP~ -- right now -- and you were you at twenty, and 
I was myself five years ago --11 
" Ye s, Hank?" 
"It 1 s over, 11 he said. And he turned and walked out of the apartment 
and down the one flight of stairs to the street, where the snow removal 
squads were still at work. The high noon sun blinded his eyes and the 
martinis came back to his head and the taste of clam chowder to the very 
tip of his tongue. He began walking toward the station. He thought how 
Clarisse wa.s always after him to quit his job and get going like Tom Morris, 
get on the ball like Tom Morris, make his way in the world like Tom Morris . 
Well , he was on his way -- like Tom Morris. The only difference was that 
if it had been Tom back there in Marion's apartment -- if it had been 
Tom Morris, he would not still be tasting clam chowder, nor would he have 
any memory of that frightened look in Marion Phalen's eyes. 
* * 
"Oh, yes," Mr. Mullins said. 11 0h, yes, the house is fully insulated, 
of course. With glass actual spun-glass. 11 He paused dramatically, his 
short legs spread wide in the center of the living-room floor. Mr. Mullins 
was the r eal estate man on Oak Knoll Ridge. He was short and souatty, with 
black hair that grew low on his forehead. His face was red , and there 
were thin blue veins on his swollen nose. "Now, flf!I' . lV!orris, I think we've 
pretty well seen the whole house." He was peering up at Tom from under 
his brush-like eyebrows. "But let me enumerate a few features that I 
don't want you to forget. First , this house is vacant by sheer chance. 
Just sheer chance, mind you. A couple put a deposit on it, changed their 
m..inds, and cancelled it. Second, this is what we call a television type 
ranch house. That means you have this built-in television set. Buil t -in 
mind you ." He waved an arm toward the huge screen that nestled into the 
woodwork by the fieldstone fireplace. 11 Built-in <Vi th a hundred square 
inch screen-- and that's a big screen, no matter how you look at it. 
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And --11 He raised an index finger. 11 One knob control -- one knob, and no 
aerial." 
Tom nodded and glanced at Clo. She was looking out the picture window, 
down across the road to the other lltelevision type ranch houses", much like 
this, but not exactly like this not precisely like this. 
11 And, of course, 11 Mr. N'IUllins went on, guessing what was in Clo 1 s 
mind, 11 each and every house on Oak Knoll Ridge is a distinctive type house 
-- custom-built, mind you, so there 1 s no two alike -- no two alike •11 He 
paused again, lowered his voice. "Ei ght rooms, two baths, a servant's 
room, a t wo-car garage with electric doors, that beautiful flagstone ter-
race. I'll venture there's not another like it in the country-- not a 
better buy •11 
"How about Camptown?" Tom was watching Mr. Mullins. 
11 Camptownl 11 And laughter, and, 11 A temporary development, IJ!r. Morris. 
Plywood, to be exact. Cardboard. Won't last a year." And more laughter, 
fainter now, and a querelous, "You know the place? 11 
"Yes ••• I know it." 
"Well --" Mr. Mullins seemed to remember somethill...g . He wanted to 
change the subject. "shall we go down to my office and make out the 
that is if you've decided, of course?" 
Tom and Clo exchanged looks of confidence. 11 You 1re sure there'll 
never be more than two hundred houses in all? Tom asked. 
11 Exclusi ve, this Oak Knoll Ridge. Entirely exclusive • 11 
"Twenty-one thousant? 11 Clo said. 
"And a mere four hundred and fifty, Nlrs. Morris." 
"And the GI loan? 11 Tom said. 
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"Fifteen hundred down with the GI loan. You haven 1 t used yours? 11 
"No, I -- I had another house, but I didn't use the loan." 
nvery foresighted of you. Save the loan till you find your permanent 
home. That's what I try to tell all you young vets. And this, Mr . Morris 
-- this will be your permanent home~~~ His voi ce rose and echoed in the 
empty r oom. Then he turned a.nd went out the door, the Morrises behind 
him. He closed the door quickly, locking it tight, as though to shut in 
forever the thundering power of those final words . 
IV!r. Mullins 1 office was a tiny glass-brick building with one room and 
a to1let. They all smoked and laughed awkwardly while a bored secreta 
typed up the terms of the agreement -- two hundred dollar s down to hold 
the house until the deed could be drawn up, the financial arrangement 
completed. Tom wrote out a check for two hundred dollars and gave it to 
the secr etary . She handed him a receipt and a copy of the terms of agree-
ment. It was all over. Technically, Mr . and iJ!,rs . Tom Morris had already 
moved to Oak Knoll Ridge. And now the move had been made, they were 
anxious to be alone to contemplate their own good luck or folly , v ic_e-ver 
the case turned out to be. 
Tom said, "Well, thank you, 1\.fr. Mullins . 11 
"A pleasure to serve you." The words sounded familiar. Tom nodded 
and went out . But those words were still there in his mind, along Ydth 
others Mr. Mullins had used while showing them the house. "Attractive 
features, 11 nmodern conveniences," "distinctive style." He paused in the 
snow outside the office, then turned and went in again. IY!r . Mullins 
glanced up from the desk, his black eyes sharp under the brows. 11 Forget 
something , Mr . r.~orris?" 
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11 No, I was just wondering -- who bu.:Llt these houses, anyway?" 
"Why, one of the finest builders -- 11 · Mr. lvmllins choked, remembering 
his own indiscretion of only a few moments before . He stared at his desk 
and muttered, 11 f'.'ir. Edgar J. Camp." 
"Thank you.'' Tom went out once more to the cold afternoon. Behind 
him he could hear Mr. Mullins 1 voice going on about Camptown being one 
think, Oak Knoll Ridge another, one a temporary place, the other permanent, 
one a "nice community," the other "exclusive." He shook his head and took 
Clo's arm, led her to the pale blue Austin. He got in and started the 
engine. The wheels spun in the snow. He cursed and said they should have 
brought the Pontiac . 
11 I thought you said a small car was better on ice . 11 
"It ·is. But we don't want the peopl e around here to think this is 
the only car we own.n 
Clo did not answer. She was thinking it was all over and done vii th. 
She . was thinking the big step had been made, and now she cou,ld use those 
gracious hostess courses she'd t aken at i:Ji ss Larson's finishing school in 
Wilmington. She was thinking how she 1 d plant spring flowers around the 
terrace, we e.ring a wide straw hat and gabardine slacks and perhaps a 
halter top. "Tom II . .. 
" Yeah ••• 11 
11 I thin.1<: -- you .know, I think we ought to start going to the theatre 
once in a while. Everyone out here does • 11 
11 All right," he said. 
Silence, and then, 11 Tom II ... 
"Yeah ••• ? 11 
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"What difference does it make if Nlr . Camp built these houses, too?" 
nrt doesn't, I guess." 
"After all, they cost three times as much, and they're really exclu-
sive, don't you think?" 
Tom winced at the word "exclusive. 11 He pressed harder on the accele-
rator~ as they rolled off the ridge, down into the quiet calm of Connec-
ticut. 
11 And I don 1 t see any reason to tell anyone about it -- not about Mr . 
Camp, I mean." 
11 No, I guess we shouldn't." 
"They might get the wrong idea , " Clo said. 
11 To hell with theml" Tom said. "To hell with theml 11 
They were silent awhile. Clo moved in close against her husband's 
shoulder. She closed her eyes and dreamed of intelligent , cultivated 
neighbors, instead of hoi poloi , instead of bourgeoisie . She dreamed of 
cocktails from crystal glasses and chinese housecoats and candle-lighted 
dinner parties and Chrysler sedans. She dreamed of her gay , permanent 
future , and she dreamed of the moments only a few hours ahead, when she 
would first see the 11 girls11 on Zebra Road, when she would first smile 
rather casually , and remark that of course she and Tom were moving out of 
Camptown -- to Oak Knoll Ridge , of course - - in Connecticut, of course 
a custom-built house, of course 
builder in the country . 
* 
constructed by perhaps the very finest 
* 
At that moment, the 11 girls11 (Norma, iv'Iamie , and Marjorie) were return-
ing from the town 1 s shopping center in the Siler 1 s 1 ?9 Cheverolet ••• 
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"There's a terrific sale on women's dresses at Martin's," Norma said, 
thinking Mamie would probably go first thing Monday morning, thinking 
Marjorie would probably get a pattern somevihere and try to imitate an 
original and save money . 
11 Is there'? 11 Marjorie said, thinking Norma certainly tried to act 
casual about something that had probably excited her for days, thinking 
sometimes Martin's had pretty good seconds, even originals sometimes, 
and if she could only adjust her budget a little .--
"Are you going?" Mamie asked Norma, thinking of course Norma was 
going, thinking of course Marjorie knew about the sale and had probably 
called Fred already, telling him to buy out the basement. 
"To Martin's? Of course not. I thought maybe you--" thinking 
that would show her, that would certainly show her. 
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l1 Martin1 s,'' Mamie said. 11That dump !11 thinking that would show her, I 
thinking it was not such a bad store, really, if you knew what to look I 
for, if you really knew good material, thinking she would certainly have I 
a look first thing Monday morning~ and maybe get some new ankle-strap I' 
I 
pumps . 
"I get all my clothes at Sak's," Marjorie said, thinkingit really 
wasn't an exaggeration at all, thinking once she had bought a dress at 
Sak 1 s, thi nking she couldn't possibly arrange her budget, but she might 
get a pattern and borrow Mamie's sewing machine and make an original as 
good as anything Mamie or Norma might pick up at Martin's. 
"I only mentioned there was a terrific sale," Norma said, thinking 
she could take out the label if she bought a housecoat, thinking Marjorie 
had never been to Sak 1 s in her life , thinking Afumie Siler didn't know a 
dump from Bergdof Goodman's, thinking she would sneak in Monday and get a 
real nice housecoat and take out the label. 
Mamie stopped the car and let Norma out. She drew up at the curb 
and let Marj orie out. She drove away, thinking that Marjorie would 
probably want to borrow her sewing machine in the next few days. She 
could always tell when Marjorie wanted to borrow soTl)ething, and the 
problem was how to refuse her politely. After all, she had her own sew-
ing to do, and the problem was -- But then, there were always problems. 
Always always always there were problems. 
* * * * * 
The problem was, Shelley Cousins decided, whether to say exactly 
what she wanted in as few, concise words as possible, or to write a long, 
circuitous letter, chancing that the thought would come through by mere 
repetition. She deicded to make the note concise. She wrote, "Beginning 
next Thursday, please leave two bottles of homogenized milk and one of 
regular every other delivery. And on the inbetween days, please leave 
only two ho:r..togenized. 11 She read it over and underlined the words "two" 
· and 11 other" • She read it . again, , ,and added, 11 Now, as you know, we are 
taking only t wo homogenized." She went back and crossed out the "as 
you know, 11 deciding that it was unnecessary, then added it again, feeling 
that without the phrase, the implication was that the milkman didn't kn~v 
what they were taking now, whereas of course he did. Then she read the 
entire thing again. There was still something missing, she thought, and 
added another sentence. "In short, we'll want two homogenized and one 
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the delivery on Thursday." Still the letter was awkward, yet any further 
cutting would make t he idea vague, whereas now it was only repetitions. 
Confusion, she decided, was easier to see through than bare implications. 
She could, of course, rewrite the entire thing; but somehow she felt the 
letter would necessarily come out exactly the same way -- either too vague 
or too confused. And for a moment she thought rather ironically of that 
creative writing course she'd taken in college. She'd got an "A", had 
written a sonnet the professor called 11 controlled11 and '11 economical11 and 
"clear of thought •11 
Shelley laid the pencil down on the kitchen table, stood up, and 
poured herself a cup of coffee. She sipped it slowly, staring out the 
window at the dirtying snow, thinking dee ply. Did you address the milk-
man as 11 Sir11 or "Dear Mr. :Milkman11 or what? She didn't know his name . 
In fact she had never even seen the man. And did you sign it simply 
"Mrs. Cousins," or "Thank you," or "Sincerely," or didn't you sign it at 
all? Sitting there by the window on that late Saturday afternoon, Mrs. 
Donald Cousins had the disturbing thought that some completely undefinable 
relationship existed between herself and this man she had never seen, and 
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was now attempting to write to. She wondered what he looked like, how I 
many children he had, how old -- then suddenly st0od up, crumpled the 1! 
letter, and tossed it into the wastebasket. Across the street, she saw 11 
Henry McDermot drive up in his Buick, and she concentrated hard on watch-
ing him go up the walk, feeling that the most important thing at the 
moment was to rid herself completely of this elusive, perhaps mythical 
man, who must remain forever nameless. 
* * * * 
It was while going up his own front walk that the first qualms crept 
over Henry M•::Dermot. He had quit his job. Clarisse had quit hers the 
week before. So now there would be no more income at all until he found 
something el3e, and, thinking about it objectively, he saw very little 
hope of locating anything decent in the near future. He had no experience 
in anything ·but selling shirts, and he was not an eager young kid just out 
of college. His walk slowed, and he stood silent a moment on his front 
porch. Clarisse had made him do this. She had insisted. So he had done 
it for her sake, really, as he'd broken off with Marion Phalen for her 
sake, too. G onsequently, vvasn' t she to blame if they ended penniless, he 
jobless, forced to get unemployment compensation from the government? 
Wasn't it her fault? 
Henry felt a little better then. He scraped the snow from his shoes 
on a mud-scraper made from two horseshoes welded to an iron bar, and went 
into the kitchen. Clarisse was not there. He took off his coat and went 
on to the living-room, glanced at Clarisse, who was sitting on a piece of 
sectional furniture while she watched a television show, then hung his 
coat in the revolving closet. He came back and sat opposite his wife , 
watching the television. Neither of them spoke . They kept their eyes 
glued on the screen, feigning interest in the girl singing 11 SOl\.~ ENCHANTED 
EVENING" and the bald-headed man playing the grand piano . Finally Henry 
stood up and switched off the program. The room was suddenly silent. 
He said, "Well, I did it." 
"What , Henry?" 
"Quit rr.y job, of course." 
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She did not speak. But he saw the flicker of relief across her face. 
It increased his anger. 
e. "So now what do we do starve to death?" 
"You get another job, of course." 
"And if I can 1t? 11 
She shrugged. "Then we starve to death." 
11 Sure ••• 11 He laughed and sat down. And as he sat, Clarisse arose 
quickly, her eyes black and angry. She moved very close to him. She put 
her hands on either arm of his chair and spoke down to his face, biting 
off the words , making them clear and low, giving him no chance to inter-
rupt. 
"All right, Henry ... I left Krinker and Gold a week ago and I talked 
you into quitting your job today. And now you t alk about starving. All 
right, Henry, we will starve. I'd rather starve-- actually rather starve 
than spend one more week working for nothing absolutely nothing. Just 
to make money to buy a bigger television set or turn in the Buick for a 
new one or buy scotch instead of blended whiskey . I'm t hrough with it, 
Henry, I 1m absolutely through with it ! 11 She turned away -then. She stood 
with her back to Henry, keeping her shoulders stiff, conscious of his eyes 
on the back of her head. 
"I see ••• " Henry was thinking. "I see, 11 he said . 
11 ncl I 'm n t tal king about divorce, in case you're interested.'' 
"I see •• • u And there was relief in his voice. 
"I'm talking about the way we've been living . I'm talking about the 
kind of job you had -- nothing at all. A fool could handle it. And you 
with a Dartmouth educati on-- you , who had brains enough to fly a fighter 
I 
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plane at night and II She stopped and turned slowly to look at him. 
"And that 's another thing , Henry. The war's over. It's gone, dead, van-
ished. And the us, the you and me that loved each other during that war 
we 're gone, too. So now we have to be two different people -- married 
people, who get used to each other-- with a house and responsibilities 
and staying in nights and - - 11 
"And?" 
11 And this, Henry." She walked to the desk, came back with a carefully 
folded sheet of paper. "This Henry •11 
Henry read the paper, slowly , glancing up now and then at Clarisse's 
eyes that watched him steadily , a little anxiously . He folded the paper 
and gave it back. "Well ," he said . "It's a shock. ltlf God --! 11 
11 Are you going to sign it? 11 
"Well , you - - you never even mentioned it before . You never even 
suggested -- 11 
11That 1 s why I can't work any longer. You see? And that's why you'll 
have to get a better job and accept a few r e sponsibilities and forget about 
your great flying days and the celebrities y ou know, and -- and -- 11 
II And the women? 11 Henry said . 
"Yes that girl." 
"That's over, baby. Dead.'' 
"So we 're going to start all over again, aren't we , Henry? And you' ll 
have to get a good job, won't you? And from now on it will be different 
and we won't be selfish anymore and we won't think about ourselves anymore, 
and and I won't have any more of those things either. Don't you see? 
That was the trouble with me. Dr. Link knew it. This was all his idea. 
He's making the arrangements. Oh, Henry , oh II . .. He sent the paper. 
And suddenly the strength and the fury were replaced by tears. She flung 
herself into Henry 's lap, buried her face i n his shoulder, sobbed, "Dar-
ling , it's the only way-- r eally, the only possible way-- really, the 
only possible way, and I love you, and -- and you will sign, won't you? 
You do want it, don't you?" 
11Well -- 11 
"You .. do, you dol" 
" Yes ••• Yes, I guess so. It's so sudden and all, but I guess I 
r eally do." 
11 0h, darling," kissing him then. 
11 And maybe we won't ever fi ght again," Henry said. "Nobody else 
argues - - and now we won't ever have anything else to ar gue about." 
"No, darling, no, we won't ever argue again." 
* * * 
The main idea, Don decided, was to avoid an argument. He'd thought 
it over during this long Saturday afternoon drive along the Connecticut 
Shore , and he'd arrived at a definite solution to the entire nasty affair 
about new babies and moving West and taking chances and accepti ng r e sponsi-
bilities t o both his family and Mr. Sloan's "civilization" and Mr. Camp 's 
"progr ess". Now, with the conclusion drawn, the next step was that of 
telling Shelley -- not suggesting to Shelley, not making a tentative re-
mark, but actually telling Shelley in a firm, irrevocable way that would 
end the matter once and for all. 
The station wagon bounced over the tracks at Camptown Depot and 
started the last f ew miles to home. It was late afternoon now, dark 
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beginning to creep over the countryside, lights flickering on in kitchens 
and living-rooms. Don remembered another night, a much later night , when 
he had walked over the same road -- aching with the same apprehension at 
first confronting Shelley . Then, he had been slightly drunk, overwhel-
mingly confused . Now, however, he was almost painfully sober. His mind 
was clear, sharp like the air itself, fixed firmly on a decision that had 
taken a long afternoon to become absolutely definite . 
The town was slipping into darkness when the old station wagon rat-
tled into Zebra Road. Cars stood along the curb on either side of the 
street-- Henry McDermot's Buick, the Silers' Cheverolet , Tom's Pontiac, 
Clo's Austin. The town was settled in contentment, enjoying its attrac-
tive features, its picture windows, its real woodburning fireplaces --
all its complex keys to gracious living. There were no restless stirrings 
inside those charming bungalows, no aclilng dissatisfactions facing the 
happy owners. They were en rapport with their delightful little village . 
But Donald Cousins -- Donald Cousins was an outsider. He had refused to 
join the merry throng. 
He pulled up at the curb, stepped out to the sidewalk, and stood 
br eathing the cool air, looking down the street toward the houses of those 
neighbors who had fought good fights, lost, and eventually embraced the 
only salvation a thirty-year-old family man can ever find -- adjustment. 
And standing there in the cold dark, his own personal adjustments came 
back to Don 1 s resisting mind-- a time in high-school when he'd had to 
admit to himself that he was not a football player (track, maybe, basket-
ball, maybe '; but not a football player). A moment in college when a 
girl had said, "I'm putting all my eggs in one basket." She'd meant she 
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was getting engaged to someone else. She'd meant he had been one of 
many baskets in which she'd been spreading her wet and fleeting kisses; 
now she would still "love" to go out with him, but only as friends --
only that way. And other compromising moments -- the buying of .a car 
(until we can get a better one), the settling in Camptown (for only a 
year, of course, until our lease expires, of course). Always there had 
been pain before resignation, and always after resignation, a gnawing 
desire to move on again -- a subconscious wish that the compromising move 
had never been made at all. And now Shelley wanted him to go to Montana 
alone. Now Shelley was going to have a baby, l ive with her mother "until 
they got on their feet," "until the business started paying off," lluntil 
it was safe for her to come out with the new baby11 until, until--
Shelley was waiting supper. She turned as Don came into the kitchen, 
saw the tight lines of his face, and swung back to her hash-browning 
potatoes . Don was behind her. He slipped his hands around her waist, 
gripped her dress, pulled her back against him, and spoke into her hair. 
11 It 1 s all right," he said. 11 There 1 s no reason to have an argument." 
"Where have you been, Don?" 
"Just riding-- thinking." 
"'Vhat did you think?" 
"Finally I stopped thin.king and decided. 11 
"What did you decide?" 
He held her tighter and said, 11We're going to Montana exactly as we 
planned -- together," and felt her body stiffen and then relax very slowly. 
"The baby's going to make it tough. Maybe we'll have to sell the car 
after we get there, maybe have to live in a trailer. But we' r e going . 
I. 
I 
Both of us. You understand'l And you're not going to your mother's." 
"Don ••• 11 
"We' ll sell our wedding presents if we have to. I'll borrow from one 
of those loan companies, or get self-employment compensation from the 
government until the business starts earning something. I'll take a job 
nights working in a gas station. But we're going to Montana, and there 
isn't anybody in the world who's going to stop us! 11 
"Don," she said, and her voice was admiring and a little frightened. 
And then suddenly, 11 My potatoes are burning . 11 She moved forward and lower-
ed the flame, took down the plates, served the dinner. She did not look 
at Don. She sat at her usual place by the window , Don at the other end of 
the table, Wendy in the middle between them. She said, "This l amb was 
really a very good buy, only forty-nine cents a pound, and --11 
"I've been away from my wife enough in the last seven years. And 
I've borrowed enough from my family and even from your mother." 
11 I really think prices are · going down. Except coffee and lobster --•• 
"But that's all over. Your mother's not to send you anymore dresses 
or little things for: the baby to just .help us along. From now on we 're on 
our own. We 're going to be together-- and we're going to be in Bidley, 
Montana ." 
11We should be able to eat on ten dollars a week if we have to.rr She 
put down her fork. 11 Do you really mean it , Don'? 11 looking at him at last, 
her eyes very blue and very bright and her lips hardly moving . 11 Do you 
really~ it, so I should begin to feel that way and plan that way and 
think that way and -- and ge t really scared about it?" 
11 Yes, I really mean it." 
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"All right, 11 she said. She stabbed a potatoe, popped it into her 
mouth, then picked up her paper napkin and dabbed suddenly at her eyes . 
"There 1 s no point in crying, 11 he said. 
She laughed. 11 The potatoe was hot . That's. all. 11 
11Well -- 11 
"I just didn 't realize you'd really do it. 
anything in the world. Bit I didn't realize -- 11 
I wanted you to, more than l 
"Why wouldn 't I do it?" His own voice sounded a little to defiant, 
a littlike that of a person who lets words speak louder than actions. 
· "Well, when you work it out on paper, I mean, with the baby and all, 
and me not staying with mother , then -- 11 
"For God's sa.ke ~ 11 Don said. He flung down his fork, stood up, and 
strode toward the living-room, stumbled over the puppy, cursed, and YJent 
on . He knew Shelley was watching him. His voice came back to her through 
the plywood walls. 11 You just don't believe in me at all. That's the 
trouble. You just don't believe in me at allt 11 It sounded, at that 
moment, as though he were quite angry, quite resentful of the very belief 
she was supposed to be denying him. 
* * * 
Henry McDermot had been wrong . Other people did argue in Camptown. 
On that very night, for example, there were t~o hundred and ninety-eight 
arguments, eighty-nine minor spats. The most serious altercation took 
place between a Mr . and Mrs. Gerald Waldbaum on Codfish Circle. Mrs. 
Waldbaum discovered a letter in her husband's coat pocket , suggesting 
that he and a certain 11 Nlillie 11 arrange a repeat performance next time 
"Jerry" passed through New London. (1\llr . Waldbaum was on the road for 
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=====~leans-it Soap) "Jerry" was not given a chance to explain. That eveni~ 
hi s wife left f or her mother 's house in Montclair, and Mr. Gerald -·ialdbaum, ll 
I as of ten o'clock that night, acquired t he unwanted honor of becoming the 
only prevailing bachelor in the entire Fish Section. 
Other less important battles were held between the Dowds (over what 
the word 11 luke warm11 meant when applied to their new baby's formula), the 
Lowrys (who held mutual contempt for one another 's parents ), the Jacob 
Lara bees on l\lluskrat Road (concerning the probable intelligence of -iir . 
Larabee himself), and the James Spikers on the extreme edge of the Animal 
Section. (The Spikers' differences began with a di spute about the ompara-
tive height of white pine trees in South Carolina, and ended with the 
comparative number of times that Mr . Spiker had been inexplicably late for 
dinner . ) 
Bla i r Siler said that Mamie would not , under any circumst ances, 
would not buy any ankle-strap pumps at Martin's "terrific salelf; Tom 
.1o ri s said that by God, the next time his kid used a hat of his to deco-
rate a snowman, she 1 d get the beating of her life; and Marvin s_ ul tz 
stated that he didn't give a rap what 11 disinterested advice" his wife was 
offering, he was going to see Tom Morris about that job contact first 
thing Monday morning , and if she didn't like it, she knew damn well what 
she could do . 
There was bliss , too , however . Clarisse and Henry McDermot l ay still 
in winter sheets , learning to know each other again in a new and rather 
frightening way . And at eleven thirty-five, yawning for the last time, 
Don and Shelley Cousins played out the f ollo·wing duologue: I 
Shell ey: Don ... 
----11 
Don: Hmm? 
Shelley: I wish you'd call the milk company tomorrow. Tell them we'll 
want an additional quart of regular milk every other day begin-
ning Thursday. 
Don: You can leave a note , can't you? 
Shelley: Well, it's so hard to explain. I mean it's almost impossible 
to--
Don: Just say you want an additional quart of regular milk every 
other delivery beginning Thursday. 
,. She l ley: Oh ••• 
And Silence . 
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Tom?" 
THE DARING YOUNG MEN 
Doris Womer looked up as Tom passed her office. 11 Where you going, 
"Out." 
11 0h ••• nasty l" 
11 0ut? 11 
11 No ••• you. 11 
"Sorry," Tom said. 11 Sorry, Doris." He strolled on, stepped into the 
elevator, and dropped down to the miserable, drizzling wet of a ~furch day. 
He went out to the street, turned up his coat collar, and tramped heavily 
through the rain. He was just about fed up, and besides that, he was 
extremely , impossibly tired. Conventions all week; telephoning girls 
until the pages of his black notebook were pretty well worn out; never 
home until at least two in the past t en days . Home? He laughed griml y 
into t he rain -- Oa."k: Knoll Ridge, for they lived there now, he and C lo, 
although he still had the feeling he was only visiting the place and 
actually lived half-time in an office on Madison Avenue, the other half in 
a dispJay room of the New Yorker. Well, he was going home this afternoon, 
and he was going to sleep. What' s more, he didn't intend to explain to 
anyone -- not to Doris Womer (who had never let him near her again after 
that one unsatisfactory night), and not to old melon-head either, whose 
measily t welve thousand a year wasn't near enough, not near enough to pay 
a fellow who worked as hard as he did. Cabbage-head didn 1 t know. He 
simply didn't realize. That liquor salesman in the Copacabana last night, 
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for instance -- showing off one of those key-rings shaped like a telescope. 11 
You held it up to the light and looked through one end at a naked girl !I 
with her hands clasped behind her head . And in color, too. Illf God, in !I I 
color l 
Tom shivered and bent his head forward, letting the water run off 
from the brim of his hat. He decided to take a cab to the Third Avenue 
lot where his car was parked, hailed two or three, found them all occupied, 
and suddenly, in a fit of exasperation, turned into the first bar and 
grille he passed. He sat on a stool shaped like a Western saddle, put his 
feet in the stirrups, and had a Johnny ~alker Black Labe l on the rocks. 
Looking in the mirror, he saw a familiar face in a booth behind him --
Donald Cousins, eating lunch. 
"Long time, 11 Tom said, dismounting and slipping into the booth. 11 Al-
most a month •11 
"Yeah ... your house is still empty, Tom." 
"It's sold, though." 
11 0h? 11 
11 I got my money back. You 1 11 have new neighbors in a couple of 
weeks . 11 
"Fine, 11 Don said. 11 Fine. 11 
"Nice people -- not Jews or Catholics or anything like that. Just 
nice people." 
Don did not answer. He dug into his Spanish omelette, took a small, 
careful sip of coffee. "And how is Oak Knoll Ridge?" 
"Perfect. Nothing like it. But that sort of thing-- I guess it's 
not up your alley." 
"You're going west, aren't you?" 
"That's right , " Don said. He scooped a few last peas on his fork . 
"None of this working for somebody else. We're leaving in April, and I 
sure look fo~Nard to giving my own orders to myself. 
"You're nuts," Tom said. "You're out of · your mind. 11 He meant that 
Don was not at all like himself. 11 Why, that job of yours with Acme might 
go to twenty-five thousand someday." 
"Higher than that." Don smiled into his eggs . "My boss get forty 
easy." 
"You're nuts," Tom said. Then realizing that you couldn't talk to 
some people because they had a warped sense of values, he finished his 
drink, stood up, staggered in weariness, nodded, and went out to the rain. 
He stopped at a cigar store, bought a copy of that new magazine, LIGHTING, 
that condensed the condensations of other magazines, and skimmed the 
pages as he walked on toward Third Avenue. Someday, he thought , I'll have 
time to sit down and read this magazi ne all the way through. He tucked it 
in a coat pocket, unlocked his car, and crawled in out of the rain. Water 
was leaking through the canvas roof, and he decided to look around for a 
good buy in a 149 Chrysler. Something a little bigger than a Pontiac --
something a little more expensive. He drove slowly, seeing shapes blur 
before his eyes , stopping now and then to shake his head and let the 
streaming water be wiped clean by the windshield wiper. 
The crosstown traffic was s l ow as always, but once he'd reached the 
Parkway, he picked up speed and listened to the wet hum of the tires and 
felt the dry, bitter taste of cigarette smoke in his throat. Sleep --
II 
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that was what he wanted. Sleep, sleep, sleep. 11 And a forgetting." Some- ,
1 body had said that once -- some character in one of those silly plays 1 
I 
I 
they'd read in high school back there in Schenectedy that fifteen years 
ago. Well, this afternoon he'd get a little sleep whether old turnip-
head liked it or not. But he would not thiP~ about old pumpkin-head . Don I 
I 
Cousins -- damn fool, that guy. Wasting all that energy figuring how to j 
I go west . A nice fellow, too, Don Cousins, the kind he'd like as a neighbor 1 
out there on the Ridge. Of course he never had been really ~' really I 
sure what had gone on between Cousins and Clo. Still -- a nice fellow, 
Don , but obviously the dreamy type. And Marvin Shultz. Tom shuddered. 
Well, he had done Marvin a favor anyway. He had got him an introduction 
into an agency, and now Marvin was writing radio copy and happy as a lark, 
out of that stupid waxed paper business. Marvin Shultz; Henry McDermot 
with his Buick and his wife who got drunk too much; Fred Little peering 
out from behind his glasses, beating his brains out in a second-rate bank, 
bowling on Saturday nights; and Blair Siler always building things, al-
ways talking about farms, always wearing ready-made bow ties and wilted 
collars -- all of them and their dowdy wives -- well, he was rid of them 
now -- up there in the fifteen and twenty thousand dollar class. Next 
year he'd join a country club somewhere. He should have another raise 
by then. He ' d get a small sail-boat maybe , completely stock that built-in 
bar. Yes, he'd come a long way since moving into Camptown that two years 
before -- one hell of a tough, f ighting , rewarding long way . 
It was still raining when Tom's Pontiac made the final climb onto 
Oak Knoll Ridge . He was so tired by then that he had to keep his eyes 
open by sheer force of will. The neat low houses, the tall oaks from 
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which the Ridge got its name, the streaming, gleaming rows of new Ford 
convertibles, the fresh green shrubs, the bare naked flagstones leading 
up to the doors that had chimes for doorbells and brass lanterns on either 
side -- they all blurred before Tom's weary eyes . His driving was auto-
matic. A f ender scraped the stone wall along his sunken driveway, but he 
did not even get out to estimate the damage. He left the garage doors 
open, leaned against Clo' s Austin for a moment, saying, "God, I 1 m tired, 
oh Lord, I'm tiredl 11 then climbed the stairs from the garage to the kitchen, 
heavily , dragging one foot laboriously behind the other. 
Clo was sitting in the twenty-six foot living-room before a coffee 
table on which stood a decanter of sherry and six crystal glasses. She 
was wearing a chinese housecoat, her face carefully made-up, her hair 
meticulously brushed. But her eyes were red f rom crying. 
"Well," Tom said, 11well, 11 and slumped into a chair and closed his eyes. 
"Did you find a name for the place?" 
11Well, I think 11 Bide-a-while11 m:ight be cute -- but maybe it's a little 
chichi, too. I don 1 t quite u 
"It stinks ," Yom said. Then, "Your eyes are red. Anything wrong?" 
His own eyes were closed tight. He was dropping uncontrollably into 
sleep . But far away-- very, terribly far away, he could still hear Clo's 
voice, beginning low, becoming louder, filled with indignation and fury. 
11 Some neighbors called on me today. So superior because they've been 
here longer t han we have l Absolutely phoney, they were ! Absolutely l Oh , 
I was nice enough, all right, but I was laughing at them behind their backs, 
I can tell you that. Them and their superiorit y l Why, they 1 11 die up 
here on this ridge l Why, ten years from now, maybe five years from now, 
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we'll be up there in Greenwich in one of those big sixty-thousand dollar 
pl aces, and they'll still be rotting out here with their miserable little 
junior executive husbands . Why, in five years --" 
Tom struggled to his feet. He leaned against the arm chair , t hen 
very slowly he fought his way down the hall to his bedroom. He pushed 
open the door , staggered across the white string rug ,and fell face down 
on the bed . Clo was behind him, saying, "Is anything wrong , darling? Is 
anything ·wrong?" 
"Tired, that's all. Just tired . Just tired." And s leep came to 
him , bringing wild and whirling visions of sixty thousand dollar homes and 
swimmi ng pools and Cadillacs and terrible, overwhelming fatigue - - and 
small cardboard homes of seven distinct varieties and real woodburning 
fireplaces and revolving closets and a hundred attractive features . And 
then for some cr azy reason, the two houses merged into one , the mansion 
and the bungalow-- and the Cadillac merged with a 1 41 Ford, and somehow 
house s were only houses and cars were only cars and people were only people 
--and it was perfectly wonderful not to hear Clo's voice and to be drop-
ping finally into that 11 forgetfulness of sleep ." 
* * * 
11 After all, 11 Fred Little said aloud to Marjorie , "houses~ only 
houses . " 
11 But this is the Fowl Section," Marjorie pointed out. " Brand new. 
Just completed, and if we don't sign up for one today, it'll be too late ." 
"So what's the difference? I really don't see--" 
11 Bu.il t-in bookcases, for one t hing . 11 
11 But I built you some •11 
296 
"They're all filled up." 
Fred signed. He got up , went t o hi s desk, drew out his checkbook, 
and studied the balance very carefully. Three hundred and f orty-two dol-
lars. i':larjorie was peering over his shoulder. 11 I t' s onl y a hundred dol-
lars down," she said, "and t he payments will only be a few cents more than 
they are here -- and of course we 'll get the hundred back, so--" 
"All r i ght, 11 Fred murmured. 11 All right •11 He handed the check book to 
hi s wife . 
She kissed him, rushed to the closet , flung on her coat, shouted to 
take good care of Marty, and rushed down the walk to the car . Rain was 
falling in steady black rods, but she paid no attention. She sli ped be-
hind the wheel , jammed i nto first, and roared off down the street . As 
she passed t he Silers ' house , the door was suddently flung open and Mamie 
stood there on the porch, her head poked from under the sheltering roof, 
ra1.n matting the hair against her head . She cupped her hand and screamed 
after the car . 1'rJ;ar j orie . .. Oh , Marjor:i.e ~~~ 
The car screeched to a stop and backed up uncertainly i n the rain . 
The window was rolled down and Mar j orie 's anxious face peered out through 
the streams of water. 
"Where you going , Marjori e? ••• You going to get a new house in the 
Fowl Section?" 
"They go up for sale today. 11 
"I know ••• I saw it in THE VOICE •11 
11 You want to come with me? 11 
"I can't. Bl air's ·working, so I' m alone with the children, but li 
The car was moving off again, slowly this time . The window was rolling up 
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with it. She saw that -- she understood that in a blinding flash of intui-
tion -- and a second later she ran frantically down the walk, ignoring the 
rain that was cold and wet and molded her thin dress against her thin body 
and plastere.d her hair in sticky strings against her face. She cupped her 
hands to her mouth and screeched after the departing car. 11 If you like 
them , sign me up for one, too~ 11 And her heart stopped. Her breath was 
held choked inside her, until finally, at the far end of the street, she 
saw Marjorie's hand poke out through the window, saw it wave in answer, 
and saw the car turn and disappear in the rain, speeding toward the new 
Fowl Section at the far end of town, speeding toward a new life in a fine r , 
more exclusive neighborhood. 
Mamie trudged back to the house. She took a hot bath and changed her 
clothes . She fed the baby. She refilled the puppy's water pan. She 
spanked Bertie •. She completed her housework, then sat by the kitchen 
window and stared unblin.lcing into the dismal March rain. She tried to 
grasp the enormity of that sudden decision . She tried to see clearly into 
exactly what those few shouted words would mean. Progress-- that's what. 
A social rise. Better living conditions. More space, a larger yard , an 
already finished upstairs, and already comnleted garage.- A small shiver 
of pleasure trembled through her, and suddenly that future of hers that had 
never promised anything but washing clothes and reading serials in maga-
zines -- suddenly that future became bright with hope. Why, it would prob-
ably even be written up in the paper-- maybe even both papers. 11 Mr. and 
Mrs. Blair Siler of Zebra Road have purchased one of the new luxurious 
homes in the recently completed Fowl Section of Camptown. The Silers are 
two of our most outstanding residents . Iifii' . Siler is a fast-rising young 
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executive in the Collins Tool and Dye Company , and Mrs. Siler, of course, 
is known by all for her graciousness , her wit, her charming parties, and-- 11 
Mamie's miEd stopped working , clicked off suddenly like house lights 
when a fuse is blown. Her face moved Closer to the window . Her eyes 
widened, and her mouth dropped open, then shut again, and whispered the 
words, "Clarisse ••• Qood heavens ••• Clarisse I II •••• 
* * * * 
Henr-.r got out first. He went round to the other side of the Buick, 
opened the door, and held out his arms. 
"Now be careful, Henry-- and Henry , don't trip. For heaven's sake, 
don't trip! 11 Clarisse laid the carefully wrapped bundle in her husband's 
arms, and Henry turned and walked quickly but ever-so gently toward his 
front porch. Clarisse dashed past him and opened the door. He went in, 
ste.rted to set the bundle down, changed his mind, and merely stood there 
looking at it. 
Clarisse said, "In here, you fool, in the bunkroom 111 and Henry 
brightened and followed her to the edge of the crib, where Clarisse took 
the baby from his arms, unwrapped it, dressed it, and layed it gently to 
sleep. 
Henry went back to the living-room. He passed the big, full-length 
' 
mirror in the hall, stopped, stepped back, and appraised himself with 
a discerning eye. He was wearing the uniform of a Major in the Army Air 
Forces. It fit him beautifully. He felt ten years younger . Major Henry 
McDermot, flying instructor, Army Air Corps. And not only that either. 
Major McDermot was catching up on lost time, learning to fly jet planes, 
making up for the last five foolish years, when he'd had some crazy notion 
that civilian life was even faintly desirable. 
Hen~J sat down . He could not yet comprehend the suddenness, the 
decisivness with which his entire life had changed. Here he was a Major 
in the Air Corps, accepted for active duty , even promoted on his war 
record and seniority alone. Here he was a father (not a real, biological 
father, but a father all the same). Here he was with a house, a wife , a 
child, a future -- everything mapped out agreeably -- everything so wonder-
fully perfect that it was very difficult to believe that in the short 
space of one month, he had changed from a lost, groping boy, married to 
an emotional mistress, into a full-fledged major with a beautiful, adoring 
wife, and a year-old child. Henry shook his head. Even during the war --
even then things had never happened quite so fast. 
Clarisse returned to the living-room. She was smiling. It was a 
small smile. It was that Mona Lisa kind of smile -- the kind women have 
that men can appreciate, but never really understand -- that kind of smile 
that means a woman has a child and loves it, and has a husband and loves 
him-- and knows quite secretly that no one else on earth can possibly 
have the like of those two beautiful possessions. She sat gently on the 
edge of a chair. She gave a little sigh, letting it out slowly, making 
it last and carry five years of weight . 11 I only wish," she said softly . 
"I only wish I could have nursed him. Then he ' d be really really mine." 
"He 1 s really yours, 11 Henry said. 
"Ours .. . He 1 s really ours. 11 She turned to Henry, and for a long 
time they only looked at each other, reading it there in the wonder of 
each other's eyes-- that now, at this moment, at this precise, unrecorded 
moment in time -- their life was only just beginning. 
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* * * 
"Life is just beginning, 11 Don said to the last wet piece of tomatoe 
in his Spanish omelette. 11 It 1 s only just beginning." He swallowed the 
remainder of his coffee, paid, leaving a large tip, and went out through 
t he grille 1 s revolving door to the pouring rain of late March . It was 
too wet, too nasty a day to make any f urther calls, and he decided to go 
back to the office and catch up on his paper work. The ~~dison Avenue 
bus was only a block away, and he ran for the corner, stood in the door-
way way of a Shultz Cigar Store until the downtown bus arrived. It was 
not crowded, and he found a seat easily. He sat quite still, feeling the 
dampness of his clothes under his Navy Raincoat. But after awhile his 
eyes wandered over the faces of the people who sat around him. Eyes 
met eyes, turned away, and flickered back again. And, as usual, Don felt 
that peculiar embarrassment that many people experience while riding in 
uncrowded public vehicles -- that feeling that they are cooped up to-
gether, going their own ways, running their own lives, and yet now in 
this rain, now in t his bus; they have something very intimate between them . 
Yet they never speak, never smile, never let their eyes rest for more than 
a passing instant on any one person's face. 
Don squirmed in his seat. He glanced at a pretty girl with a small 
mole alongside her nose , at a fat woman in a ratty fur coat, at a be-
spectacled man who sat perfectly straight, an umbrella hooked over his 
arm, his eyes concentrating hard on a DAILY MIRROR extra. He looked back 
once more to the pretty girl. She stared him down. He raised his eyes 
to the advertising signs that ran along the top of the bus. It was the 
only safe place for a young man 1 s concentration, and very educational, too. 
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Don learned a lot of things from bus advertisements. Today , for example, 
he learned that 11 Just as a fine sculptor proudly signs his work so does 
a reput able manufacturer," that 11 9 out of 10 doctors approve of La Rosa 
Pastina, 11 that 11The newest member of the famous sea food family" is 
Bumble Bee Brand Fancy Solid Pack Tuna, 11 that "Gals fall for Guys v,rho use 
Wildroot cream-oil," that "Students and teachers know the value of reading 
THE CHRISTIAN SCIENCE MONITOR," that "David B. Crunchmeyer (-:l- ) prefers 
Prince's Reserve Whiskey ," and that "Freedom is Ever-ybody's job." 
His head reeled with newly-acquired knowledge, and he did not even 
notice when the girl with the mole alongside her nose got off the bus at 
42nd Street. He got off at 56th himself, and walked the two wet blocks 
t o the Acme Building. The day's problem was still with him-- how to tell 
Mr . Sloan he was quitting, how to give notice, how to explain himself . He 
knew that it had to be done, and in all fairness to Mr. Sloan, it had to 
be done now, today , as he 1 d planned to tell him today , as he'd promised 
Shelley he would tell him today . He did not like the rain. He did not 
like to tell Mr . Sloan he was quitting. 
He went up in the elevator, nodded to the receptionist, and strode 
through to his office. He sat at his desk and began gathering his courage. 
He looked toward Mr. Sloan's door, shuddered, braced himself, and. was 
pulling to his feet when the receptionist came toward him, smiling . 
"Telegram for you, Mr. Cousins •11 
"Thank you ." He took the yellow envelope , sat down again, started to 
( *)David B. Crunchmeyer, Jr ••• Peoria , Illinois. 
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open it, changed his mind, changed it back again, and finally ripped open 
the envelope. The receptionist was still standing qy his desk. She was 
watchi ng him . 
"Not bad news, I hope. 11 
"No ••• not bad." He read the message again. STOllE VACANCY NOW 
AVAILABLE HAVE ALSO FOUt.TD YOU GOOD HOUSE RENTAL FOR SIXTY-FIVE HAVE 
OPTIONS ON BarH BTIT ONLY GOOD TWENTY-FOUR HOURS WIRE I MMEDI ATELY. It 
was signed, NED. Don folded the telegram and slid it back in the envelope. 
One corner stuck, and he took the message out, refolded it, and slipped 
it back again. He placed the envelope in his pocket, then raised his 
eyes to the dark brown ones of the young receptionist. She was a pretty 
girl, he though . Funny , he had never really noticed before how really 
pretty she was. He wondered if she were married, and let his eyes drop 
to her finger • . She wore an engagement ring; she was blushing. 
III 1 m going out again," Don said. "I'll be back inside an hour." 
"All right, I'!lr. Cousins.u 
"Congratulations," he said, then remembered that you should never say 
that to girls -- only to men. He must remember that. He reminded himself 
to remember that. He left his desk, put on his hat and coat, and hurried 
out, elated that the telegram had arrived so opportunely. If he wired 
Ned now, right away, sent him the money immediately, made everything 
definite, then it would be a good deal easier to tell Mr. Sloan he was 
quitting. After all, what could the man say? It would be too late for 
him to say anything at all. 
. Out in the street, Don decided to walk. He walked • The . -'-ra:.Ln Svung 
cold against his face. It dripped from the crown of his hat. It dripped 
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from the crown of his hat. It turned his coat into a blue, soggy rag . 
But he did not notice. He waLked. He thought and he remembered, and for 
some reason the memories were old ones, very old, very secure of college 
mostly of Rutgers mostly. Good old Rut gers out there in New Brunswick --
good old Rutgers with those fleeting, disconnected memories the very name 
brought back -- Winants Dormitory and the Deke House, where he'd lived for 
two years; the Raritan River, and the way it got all red after a rain, 
when the mud was stirred up; the Old Queens , and the little red cannon; 
and the time in 1938 when the footbal team beat Princeton for the first 
time since 1869; and the 11 CT 11 where they drank beer and the 11 Coop11 where 
they dated girls; old 11 Willie the Silent, 11 old Vlilliam of Orange, at 
whose stone feet he had smoked his share of cigarettes and kissed his 
share of girls; the Strand Theatre and the Europa, and the year he saw 
ECSTACY (uncut); and his Freshman year; wearing a dink and a green tie, 
white socks, carrying his books in a shopping bag; and the college motto, 
"Sol Iusti tiae et Occidentum I llustra; 11 and the time he came in third in 
the 220 dash in that meet against Lafayette; the college songs : ON THE 
BANKS, sung between halves of the football games , standing with his hat 
off, singing loud and believing the words, and singing again after the 
game, singing LOYAL SONS, singing "Ring the Bells of Old Queens College, 
Paint the town as ne 1 er before ••• " 
Donald Cousins stopped walking, stood in the shelter of a bookstore 
on Sixth Avenue, poured the water from his hat, stared through the store 
window at a used copy of THE KINSEY R.l!:PORT, "Only $1.4911 , and wondered 
what in the hell he was doing, thinking about Rutgers. What in the hell? 
That was over. The Navy was over. He was thirty-one years old. He was 
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married. He -- But let 1 s take this thing in an orderly fashion. Let 1 s 
have coffee with it, get a clear head, stack up the facts . Here in Wal-
green's , let's stack up the facts. 11 Coffee, please • •• Yes, sugar, thanks.' 
Now the facts : Thirty-one, married, one child, another on the way . Do 
you like Camptown? No-- but I don't despise it any longer either . I 
could take another couple of years of it ••• Do you still want to go West? 
Do you still want your own business? ••• Yes, I want it, but -- But what? 
What? What? 
He shook his head, ran a hand over his wet , cold face. He ordered 
more coffee, thought 11 What 1 s the matter with me? V/hat in the hell is the 
matter? Why don't I get down off this stool and send that enthusiastic 
telegram to Ned?" But it wasn't as easy as all that. He sat on the stool 
and drank more coffee, and saw it all "very clearly. He was thirty-one 
years old, and it was all right to try something and not like it, to 
switch jobs, change plans when you were twenty-two, just out of college, 
u:runarried, back there before the war . But now, with a wife and child --
well, you couldn't do things easily any longer. You had to think about 
it, plan on it, save for it, because your entire future might hang in the 
balance . It was like walking on a t i ght-rope . You knew you were going to 
fall, but you didn't know on which side of the wire, and neither did the 
men underneath you, who were running back and forth with a big net. If 
you fell the wrong way , the net wouldn't be there to catch you , and if 
you fell the right way, everything would :work out fine, and you wouldn't 
be stupid enough to try the wire again . But you didn't know which way you 
were going, and worst of all, you didn't have any real way of controlling 
it . It just depended on which way you happened to be leaning when you 
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finally lost your balance. 
He finished his second cup of coffee, told himself he was thinking 
crazy thoughts, told himself to get down there to the Western Union office 
and send that telegram. Wire some money and go back and tell Mr. Sloan 
he was through with Acme, finished, off on his own at last. That's what 
he had to do, and he slipped down from the stool then, and went out once 
more to the rain. This was the big moment. This was when he stopped 
planning and stopped talking and did something about those dreams. He had 
waited a long time for t:his, sacrificed a lot for this -- and now was when 
he had finally lost his balance and was about to fall off that high wire . 
He couldn't see the net below him, but he knew he was falling, and he 
hoped to God the net would be there to catch him. 
He began run~ing then. He dodged through the traffic of Sixth Avenue , 
dashed into Radio City, downstairs to the long corridor and the big Western 
Union stand. He stood panting at the desk, hearing a man's voice saying, 
"Yes, sir? Yes, sir? 11 
"A blank, please -- telegram." 
"Right in front of you, sir." 
11 0h ••• Thanks." 
"Do you feel all right, sir?" 
"Yes, fine, thanks, fine." The sweat poured down his back. It was 
hot. And on his face perspiration mingled with rain water , both hot, 
dimming his eyes, flushing his face. His hand moved painfully . Water 
dripped onto the yellow blank. 
"Are you through, sir? 11 
"Yes , you can se nd it -- just as is." 
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The clerk began counting t he ~ords . 
11 Hurry ~ Please hurry ~ 11 
"Ye s, sir." He took t he telegram to a girl. She read it slowly , 
taking hours, then t apped out the message with quick, careless strokes, as 
though it .were just anybody 1 s message- about bi r th or deat h or marrlage 
about war or kings or f loods or fire - - just any old message at all. 
* 
All t hat day i t r ained. Lawns became muddy and children stayed i n-
doors, pressing their faces to the picture windows , chanting 11 Rain, r ain, 
go away , little Tommy (or Jackie or Nancy or Archie or Flossie or Pocky 
or Bunny or Stubby or Blondie or Miggy or Sonny) wants to play. 11 Puddles 
appeared i n unsuspected low places. Water le&~ed into cellars and gurgled 
i n the pipes and poured into street drains . Neglected clothes hung sog~J, 
shru11Jcen on t he unilloving clothes reels ; small dogs scratched on doors and 
curled forlornly in the doubtful shelter of full-porches and half-porches. 
Sparrows huddled in rows along the tele phone wires, and a few over-anxious 
robins appeared from nowhere, tested the sandy ground for worms, then gave 
up in disgust and disappeared into the nowhere from which they had come. 
Smoke drifted up from real wood, burning in the real fireplaces, and dish-
pans were placed strategically in a few unfinished second floors , where 
the roof boarding had 
soil was washed away, 
warped a bit too fast and very much too soon. Top 
lea~ingl a sandy gravel like huge hail stones about 
i 
the lawns, and six arbor-vitab bushes were completely undermined; they 
I 
i 
sagged pathetically, eventualp .. y tipped over and lay still in the increasing 
I 
muck. A delivery truck stan:ed in a huge puddle on Groundhog Terrace, and 
I 
a cat became marooned on a sm~ll island in the Siler's backyard-- but 
i 
i 
307 
i 
I 
eventually swam bravely to safety . There was no sky at all; there was no 
I 
I breeze, and the air was sticky. 
I 
All that day it rained. I 
I 
i 
Marjorie returned home ar- four o'clock. Her face was flushed with 
tremblei d. excitement. Her hands She did not even bother to hang up her 
! 
I 
coat, but flung it over the kitchen stool, ignoring the water that dripped 
I 
I . 
maliciously onto the waxed linoleum. 
i 
I 
11 It 1 s beautiful, 11 she sai d to Fred . "It's just about the most beau-
tiful house I 1 ve ever seen." i 
11Ve~J different from this one? 11 
She laughed . "There's a huge porch, and a flagstone walk, and two 
flowering quince bushes besid~s the arbor-vitae." 
"And the bookcases?~ 
"Practically cover a whole wall. We haven 1 t nearly half enough books-
1 
not half enough." I 
Fred signed and squirmed rdeeper in his chair . He watched ~~rjorie go 
into the bedroom, saw her through the open doorway squirming out of her 
dress, r emoving her "bosom-boosters," and slipping into one of his shirts. 
He gazed around him at the small, crowded living-room that had just begun 
to f eel like home . He thought it certainly was a fast-movi ng world, by 
golly , it certainly was . Science was making such enormous strides . But, 
he supposed, he could not begrudge the advancement of modern civilization. 
Chin up, by golly, and suppose he couldn't exactly figure it in his budget 
what of it? A man had to go out on a limb sometime, and especially i f 
it pleased his wife. And it was easy to see how pleased Marjorie was . 
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Why, if she hadn't wanted to look her best, if she hadn't wanted to make 
a good impression on ~w . Camp, get the choice of a good location why 
then she certainly never would have worn those uncomfortable "bosom-
boosters," now, would she? -- and especially on such a wet, depressing day . 
11 Yes, sir, 11 Marvin remarked, taking off his galoshes, 11yes, sir, I 
couldn 1 t ask for a better job. I couldn 1 t ask for one •11 He opened the 
cellar door, placed the glaoshes on the landing, then turned his moon-face 
to t he moon-face of his wife . 11 They 1ve already got me writing copy. 
Why , today alone I wrote four useable pieces for LUCY ANDREWS, GIRL DE-
TECTI\~ , and that's a coast to coast serial, yo~ know, national hook-up. 
Sponsored by the Enchanting Laxative people. Four of them, I wrote. 
Four. They're going to use two of them next week. '(Sound of Robin 
chirping . Then Announcer) Robins mean spring , and spring means house-
cleaning , and house-cleaning means you 1 11 need to feel your best so 
try Enchanting, the laxative so smooth, so mild, so effective --' n 
11 Niarvin ••• 11 
11 1So easy to take.' 11 
"Marvin ~ 11 
11 You 1 ve always been too hard on Tom Morris, honey. If it hadn t t 
been for Tom, I never would have got this job although of course I did 
take that course at NYU, and of course I did do a lot of creative writing 
in college, but -- 11 
11 Do you think it 1 s r eally good for you , Marvln? 11 
11What do you mean, ' good for me 1? 11 
"Well you always wanted to write, and 11 
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"That 1 s just the point. Now I can write. I 1 11 get ideas. I' 11 
come home nights and go to work on my own stuff . . Write a play , maybe. 
A novel maybe . Maybe even free-lance someday." 
"I don 1 t know, 11 Norma said. She puckered her full lips and gazed up 
at her husband through the long black of her lashes. There was a light 
in Marvin's eyes that she had never really seen before. During those old 
days, while he'd been selling waxed paper for raisin bread and home-made 
donuts -- during those days he had appeared rather calm, a little shy , a 
little intense, with visions of writing f ine poetry one day, with far-
flung dreams that he really had little hope of ever fulfilling but had 
found some queer satisfa.ction in that very realization. Now a hard 
brightness had replaced that wistful look around Marvin's eyes. And he 
spoke faster , too. He used his hands more often, gesticulating wildly . 
Ideas came more easily, and nothing - - not much of anything seemed en-
t i rely out of reach. 
111 don't know," Norma said again. 
"So you don't know l Why , honey, we're getting ahead at last-- and 
all because of good old Tom Morris. Yes , sir, and --" He paused then. 
He sat down very slowly , and now, for the first time, a touch of honest 
awe crept into his voice. 11Why, someday , honey someday we mi ght even 
move out there and be neighbors of Tom 's --actual close friends and 
neighbors -- out there on Oak Knoll Ridge •11 He looked slowly at his wife . 
"We might," he said. 11 By golly , we might ." 
Blair Siler unclasped his soggy bow tie and placed it carefully on 
his dresser . He t ook off his damp shirt and his wet pants and sticky 
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socks and cold shoes. He put on clean dungarees and a flannel shirt, then 
returned to the living-room, where Mamie was pacing up and down, biting 
her fingernails , hopping about from the arm of a chair to the edge of a 
table, perching a second, then hopping on again. Blair frowned. He said, 
"Now what's got into you?" 
"Nothing." And another hop, and, "Sit down, Blair. Please sit down." 
"Let 1 s both sit down. 11 
11 No, I want to talk to you. I want to walk around and talk." 
Blair shrugged and sat down. He had the uneasy feeling that this 
was going to be neither a confidential secret about some neighbor, nor a 
sudden declaration of love. It was going to be serious, and he gripped 
the arms of his chair tightly with both hands. "All right," he said, 
11 go ahead l 11 
"Blair II ... 
"Go ahead ~~~ 
"Well -- 11 She sat on the maple coffee table, leaped up, and stared 
out the window a second, looking thin and nervous against the steady, 
determined lines of rain. 11 iiell -- the McDermots have got a baby, you 
know." 
11 Is that all?" He sighed. "I knew that. They adopted one." 
Mamie spun, her eyes flashing bright with quick indignation. "You 
knew l You knew and you didn1 t tell me •11 
11 I don't gossip , Mamie.n 
"Gossip l •.. Gossip ! 11 She sputtered and relaxed, remembering they 
had still not come to the point -- she had still not told him. 
"Is that all? 11 Blair started to rise. 
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"No, it is not all ••• In fact , I had Marjorie sign us up for a 
house today - - in the Fowl Section. 11 
Blair did not move . He tried to feel surprise or anger or shock , 
but he could feel nothing at all except a certain numb resignation that 
he had felt off and on now, in fits and starts, ever since t he war had 
ended . 11Well -- 11 he said. Then, thinking a moment , 11 Does it have a full 
cellar instead of t he little hole we get vii th this house? 
11 I don 1 t know , but it 1 s beautiful. 11 
"You don ' t know~~~ 
11 Well , actuall y I haven't seen the house yet , Blair , so 
"You haven't even seen it ~ 11 
"Well , they ' re all alike, aren ' t they?" 
" 
And of course there was no answer, because, of course they were all 
alike , and what could he say? ~Vhat in the world could he possi bly say? 
Nothing . So he sat motionless , and he t hough of a farm i n Indiana , which 
was fast fadi ng even further into the already dim horizon; and he thought 
rather sadly of all those fences he would probably never build and all 
those barns he woul d probably never jack, all that manure he would probably 
never shovel , all that lumber he would never cut. Then, after a long time, 
hi s mind turned to the new l ittle house that would probably be theirs 
for a very long time to come . The floors would not be properly braced , 
of course, and the yard would not be correctly l evelled and undoubtedly 
the doors would stick , and -- Now a good second-hand wheelbarrow , and a 
new plane (he'd been needing a new plane for a long time now), and a 
short aluminum ladder-- Blair Siler turned slow, affecti onate eyes to the 
anxious, twitching f ace of his adoring wife. "All right ," he said . "It's 
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all right, honey . In fact I may even get to like it." 
Shelley sat bolt upright. She picked up another walnut, started to 
crack it , and laid it down again. She shook her head , then held it motion-
less, listening to the sound of water rushing into the bathtub . "Don~ 11 
His voice was muffled under the rushing water . 
She stood up, went into the kitchen, picked up Den's throoughl y rain-
soaked clothes , wrung them out , and hung them on a dryer . The water was 
still pounding furiously into the bathtub, and those first muffl ed words 
of Den' s were still echoing i n her head, not quite settled yet , ricochet-
ing back and forth in search of a secure, permanent place to land . 
The water was turned off. She heard splashing and humming , breaking 
finally into a desperate , roaring song. 11 Don ~ 11 She ran toward the bath-
room and f lung open the door . Don was sitting in the tub, cover ed with 
soap , his eyes shut tight, his mouth a round dark hole in the lather as 
he opened it wide to let out another verse of a lewd sailor's chant. 
11 Donl 11 
The singing stopped. 11 Huh? 11 
"Was I dreaming , or did I hear you say that --? 11 
11 You heard me. 11 
" You're not fooling, Don? You're not just saying that to make me 
feel --? 11 
11 I was never more deadly serious in my whole life •11 · He wiped the 
coap from his eyes , opened them tentatively, and saw Shelley 's white , 
startled face . He lips were parted, and he could read nothing in her 
eyes -- not anything at all . She was leaning toward him, her hands braced 
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on the edge of the tub. He grabbed her wri sts. There was a short scream 
and a splash, and he held her tight against him i n the bathtub. He rubbed 
soap into her hair and kissed her mouth and ran his hands over her wet , 
clinging dress, wanting to hold her close - - not wanting to hear her cry. 
* * * * 
The r ain finally stopped in the very small hours of the following day. 
It did not lessen and die as rain so often does , but rather it ceased 
abruptly , as t hough a mighty hand had turned off a mighty lawn sprinkler. 
There wa s an eerie , dark silence , broken by water dr ipping from eaves , by 
little plopping sounds against four thousand two hundred and seventy- six 
master bedroom window sills. 
The silence avvoke Clarisse McDermot, who crept i nto the bunkroom, 
changed the new baby's diapers, and opened the window to let i n some fresh 
air . 
It awoke Bl air Sil er , who found the silence oppr essing -- who had 
oppr essing thoughts , let them overvvhelm him, and ret urned to bed with the 
awful fear that once they'd moved into the new house, there 1 d be no finan-
cial escape -- he would have to start carrying a lunch pail. 
It awoke Norma Shultz, who turned on the light and stared long and 
intently at the fiercely happy face of her sleeping husband . 
It awoke Marjor ie Little, but did not disturb her; for she lay 
contentedly i n the dark, one hand running tenderly over Fred ' s paj ama-clad 
arm . 
It awoke Mrs. Tuppler, who shook her husband and said, 11 Clarence, 
it 1 s stopped raining . " I t awoke i\1r . Lowry, who stumbled into the basement 
to ,measure the fi nal rise of seapage. It awoke L1rs. Jasper Dowd, who 
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climbed into the unfinished upstairs and emptied three saucepans full of 
dripping water . And it awoke Mr. Gerald Waldbaum, the only bachelor in 
the entire Fish Section; he groped for his missing wife, realized she 
had gone to her mother in fliontclair , and buried his head under the pillow . 
And finally, it awoke Mr . and Mrs. Donald Cousins of Zebra Road . They 
whispered softly in the dark, inched closer to each other, and a moment 
later did not even hear the dripping water . 
But out on Oak Knoll Ridge, Mr . Tom I,1orris still lay in the exact 
same position in which he'd thrown himsel f full t welve hours earlier . 
He did not hear the sudden silence or the dripping water or the voice of 
Clo, who said that she was lonesome , and saw no reason why her husband 
should have to sleep practically all the time. 
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STILL -- IT 1 S ONLY TEMPORARY 
IVr . Edgar J. Camp flapped his hands palms down against the glass-top 
desk. He studied an enormous diamond ring on his right middle finger , 
then jerked his red-veined eyes to the face of the young man who sat a-
cross from him. "I see , 11 Mr. Camp said. The diamond sent flashes of 
sunlight about the blue-painted walls as his finger tapped up and down on 
"I see II . .. the glass. 
11 1 told you the way I felt about it, Mr . Camp. Over two weeks ago, 
at the end of March." 
"Yes, you told me. But the reason I'm disappointed-- yes , and 
worried , too-- is because we're just not used to having people not want 
to buy a Camptown house, unless, of course, they're pl anning to move to 
a larger, more exclusive neighborhood."- He paused , apparently thinking 
deeply, selecting and rejecting, selecting and rejecting . "Like Oak Knoll 
Ridge , for example. Now if you were moving to Oak Knoll Ridge - 11 
11But I've explained to you , Mr. Camp -- 11 
11 I 1 m just saying if you were moving to Oak Knoll Ridge -- a most 
exclusive place, you know, oh, most exclusive -- why, do you know that I 
could l e t you have a "television-type ranch house" out there, with a 
twenty-six foot living-room, fieldstone fireplace, terrace, the whole 
works for--" Mr. Camp laughed slyly. "But of course you won't be moving 
to Oak Knoll Ridge, will you? You 1 11 be moving to -- where is that place? 11 
"Bidley - - I.~ontana. 11 
Mr. Camp winced . He drew a cigar from a leather-covered box, offered 
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one to Don, who ref used, and lit a cigar himself , letting the wreaths of 
smoke weave gently about his fat cheeks, his fleshy lips, his literally 
naked he ad . 11 Bidley, Montana," he said through the smoke. 11That's 
somewhere out West, I take it." 
Don slid forward in his seat. "So what I 1 d like to do is rent the 
house on Zebra Road for another year . I know it's against your policy to 
rent for more than a year. But since we'll be moving next year about this 
time , I -- well, I'd rather not buy the house." 
11 I see , " Mr. Camp said softly. "I see . 11 
"The only reason we're not moving West r i ght now is because we - -
well, we ' d like to think it over a little. Sort of see how far I'll go 
in business here , and -- well --" 
Hr . Camp's pudgy hand lifted a l ong sheet of paper, and his eyes 
skimmed down a list of names . "There are one hundred and t wenty-seven 
people here , Mr . Cousins, who would buy your house tomorrow." 
11 0h , I know any vacant house is in great demant , but --" 
"But you want to rent another year. Well , Mr. Cousins, much as I 
hate to say this, I'm afraid it's i mpossible. Actually , buying won't 
cost you anymore , and will save all that money in the end , so -- 11 
11 0h, I understand that, all right . It 's just the idea of the thing . " 
"The idea, Cousins?" 
"I mean that -- 11 He groped for words , but could find none . He 
stared down at his shoes , studied a knot in one of the laces, decided to 
either unravel it or get another pair of shoe laces right away. He 
raised his eyes to Mr . Camp' s , then dropped them to the desk . fVlr. Camp 
had pushed a contract toward him across the glass top . An opened f'ountain 
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pen was in his pudgy hand. 
"The cost, Mr . Cousins, is exactly the same as it would be to rent 
for another year . Sixty-two a month to rent, sixty-two to buy. The only 
difference is that you become a house owner. An owner, Mr. Cousins. A 
man of property , who can be proud of his worldly possessions --" 
But Don did not hear the rest. He took the outstretched pen, signed 
quickly, feeling no particular misgivings, since he had expected this 
outcome from the very beginning. He screwed the cap back on the pen , 
handed it to Mr . Camp, and stood up. "Well--" 
"Congratulations, Cousins." 
"Thanks, 11 not looking at him. 
"And you 'll never regret this wise move, either. Why in a year you'll 
be thanking your lucky stars you bought this place because -- 11 Mr. Camp 
leaned forward across the desk. He lowered h..is voice. "Prices are going 
up , Cousins. And for only seven thousand, two hundred and forty-six 
dollars, that house is a veritable steal . Now we make all the arrangements 
with the government, and II 
11 I don't know. I'd sort of like to save that GI loan, and 
"For what , Cousins?" 
11 Well, when we go to Montana next year , and - -" 
" 
I.Ir. Camp laughed. It was not a nasty laugh, but the meaning was 
clear enough. Donald Cousins paid no attention. He wrote out a check 
for a thousand dollars as down-payment on the house, and handed it to N~. 
Camp, who shrugged and said he was a fool. 
"I'm going t o need that GI loan," Don said, and he l ooked straight 
into J:i'u-. Camp's eyes, though he did not feel that Mr . Camp had pushed him 
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into anything, but rather that this particular moment had been there in 
Time all along -- merely waiting for him. 
Mr. Camp laughed with jovial good humor. "I must admit I'm pleased 
with this sale, Cousins, even though you are being foolish about that GI 
loan business . And do you know why I'm pleased? Because I like you. 
Because you're the type fellow we need out here in Camptown. And I like 
your wife , too." His voice dropped here; his eyes shut for a moment as 
he remembered the way Shelley bad looked that day so long ago when he'd 
delivered the shrubbery -- her yellow hair blowing gently , her body lean-
ing against the real oak doorframe, her body so very -- Mr. Camp jerked. 
"So," he said. "So --11 
"So I've bought the house. That's al1. "I'll be selling it in a 
year." 
Mr . Camp smiled wisely. 11 A year fron now, Cousins, you 111 be in my_ 
office wanting one of those custom-built house s on Oak Knoll Ridge -- out 
there with that go-getter Tom Morris fellow. And I don't predict such 
big things for everyone either. But you - - well , you've finally seen the 
light, Cousins. No more impeding progress for you. None of this rotting 
your life out for you. N~ s~r, you're a go-getter, Cousins, and that's 
t he most I can say for any man." And with that he thrust a hand over the 
desk. "Good luck to you, Cousins." 
"Thank you. And you, too," realizing, of course, that luck was one 
thing Nw . Camp would never need. He shook the great man's hand. It was 
cool and very firm. But his own was damp and soft and wea~er than he liked 
11 Thanks for everything. 11 He turned and went out of the office, climbed 
into the tired old station wagon, drove off in the morning sun. 
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The elation came shortly after, as he passed the highway leading to 
Mt. Vernon. It was not a ,jobilant, laughing , singing kind of elation, but 
the same sort of ,joy one feels at discovering he is not going to be sued 
by a neighbor who broke a leg on his front walk. It was, then, the 
elation of relief -- the sense of freedom that comes suddenly to a man, 
when he realizes that he figured his bank account wrong, and actually is 
not ever-drawn at all. Don felt this freedom. He felt the bulge of the 
bankbook in his breast pocket, and by simpl y deducting the thousand dollars 
he had just paid Tllr. Camp, he realized with respectful awe that he had two 
thousand, three hundred and forty-two dollars left in his checking account. 
And most remarkable of all, the two thousand and some dollars was his. He 
owned a house, had no debts, and furthermore, outside of the new baby , had 
no urgent plans for the remainder of his money , now that Bidley was a good 
year away. He was a free man, and besides that-- he was a rich one. 
The man in the Mt. Vernon used car lot said he would give f our hun-
dred seventy-five dollars for the station wagon, and said he was losing 
his right arm at that. He said this particular '47 Super Buick convertible 
was a give-away at sixteen hundred and ninety-five dollars. It was gray 
with r ed wheels and red upholstery. It had a new roof; it had a radio 
and heat er; the tires were good; and the mileage indicator r ead only 
t wenty-one thousand. "Driven by an old lady ," the man said. "Never drove 
it over twenty miles an hour. Kept i t in a heated garage, never let any-
one else touch it, and had it given a complete overhaul every thousand 
miles." He said Don could have the car i mmediately, and he'd t ake care of 
all the r egistration red-tape himself, personally. "Just switch the plates 
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and drive it off." 
Don switched the plates. He wrote out a check for t welve hundred 
and twenty dollars, noted his balance of eleven hundred twenty-two, shook 
hands with the red-faced salesman, lowered the automatic top, and drove 
out of the lot. The engine purred. The car felt big and low and expensive 
as it hummed along the highway. He turned on the radio and roared past 
a 142 Buick like Henry McDermot's. He smiled at the beaten driver through 
the rear view mirror. 
A large green moving van was backed up to the front door of the 
Morris' former house when Don turned into Zebra Road . One section of the 
picket fence had been removed and the .truck's tires were settled deep in 
the muddy lawn. Two men walked back and forth over a plank that ran be-
tween the truck's tailboard and the open doorway . They were carrying 
furniture into the house -- lamps and books, a crib, a victorian sofa, 
and twin beds. Shelley stood near the truck. She wore a yellow cashmere 
sweater and a gray flannel skirt. Wendy stood beside her . Shelley was 
talking to a woman in her early thirties , a plain, be-spectacled woman 
with distinct gray in her hair, while ;" enc y was slyly appraising the 
woman 1 s two small boys. 
Don parked the new Buick at the curb and strolled across the soft 
lawn as the second twin bed was being carried down the plank, through the 
kitchen, and i nto t he.ma"'ter bedroom. He moved up behind Shelley and 
heard the end of her last sentence. "Oh, yes, there are bridge parties, 
and everyone goes shopping together, and everyone helps out everyone else, 
and really there's never any little troubles at all. 11 He slipped a finger 
under the back of her sweater where the woman could not see, and tickled 
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her flesh gently with his nails. "All set," he said. "Edgar put up a 
tough fight about that GI loan , but I won hands down." 
Shelley introduced him. "Mrs. Lester Wrigley." The Wrigleys were 
the new owners of Tom's and Clo' s house. They had t wo boy s. Mr. 1, rigley 
was a public accountant, and at the moment he was in the house directing 
t he furniture movers . 
"I know he'd like to meet y ou," Mrs. Wrigley said. 11 We 1re new, of 
course, and maybe you can give Lester some tips or something ." 
11 Sure, 11 Don said. "Glad to, in just a couple of minutes." He gripped 
Shelley's arm and turned her slowly until she was facing the new car . 
Then he began walking with her across the lawn. 
11 Where 1 s the car?" she said. "Did it break down and--?" 
"It's right there at the curb." 
11 0h ••• 11 That was all she said. A very small 11 0h, 11 and her walk 
s lowed as she approached the car. She touched the hood gingerly, then 
drew back as though she'd burned a finger. She watched the damp impression I 
left by her. touch, fading slowly on the shiny paint . 11 But why? 11 she said 
after a long time • "Why? 11 
"Don't you like it'? 11 
"Yes, but II 
"That old station wagon was about through, you know. We 1 d have never 
gotten out to Bidley in that old station wagon." 
" No ••• 11 
"We 1 d need a new car by next year anyway, and after all, this is a 
Buick." 
II Ye s ••• Yes, it's beautiful." 
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" 1' hy, I could even put those portholes on it if I wanted t o. Make 
it look brand new from a distance •11 
Shelley opened the door and sat behl_nd the wheel. She bounced gently 
on the leather seat. 
'• endy said, "Daddy's new car? 11 
"That's right. 11 Don patted her head . "And the paint on the hood is 
baked on." He laughed awkwardly, watched Shelley get out and shut the 
door, listening to the solid click as it fastened securely. 
"Yes," she said again. 11 Yes, it's very beautiful. 11 She turned and 
went up the walk , holding We ndy's hand. 
Don looked after her. "It will give us a nice ride out to Bidley, 11 
he said, and watched her move slowly into the house. Then he turned back 
to the car, slipped into the front seat, rolled the window up and down, 
tried the heater , the lights, the horn, the seat lever, everything he 
could find . Through the windshield he could see the movers still carrying 
furniture into the Wrigley's house. He remembered his promise to speak 
to the new owner, left the car reluctantl y , and walked back over the soggy 
lawn. He went into the house and introudced himselt to Mr. Wrigley, a 
pale, sandy- haired man with deep lines under his eyes. "If there 1 s any-
thing you'd like to know , Tvlr. Wrigley -- any help I can give -- 11 
nwell , yes -- a lot of these doors seem to be stuck," and 11 I can't 
seem to find how to run the washer properly , 11 and 11 How do you open these 
picture windows? " and 11 I s it safe to actually burn wood in this little 
fireplace? 11 and other questions that an even year ago Don had pondered 
over for himself. He·. answered them all cheerfully, accurately, with a 
terrible nonchalance, and he concluded by saying, 11 I knov1 you 1 re going to 
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love it here, fu'!r . Wrigley -- the nicest neighbors, most pleasant neigh-
borhood. Why, you 'll want to stay here forever . 11 
11Well, 11 Nll' . Wrigley said, frowning a little, "I don't know how it is 
with everyone else, but viii th us it 1 s only temporary •11 
11 Sure, 11 Don said. 11 Sure , I'IJr. Wrigley." He shook the man's hand and 
left. Crossing back to his own house, he noticed Mamie Siler staring 
out her kitchen window at his new car. He waved, remembering that the 
Silers had a '39 Cheverolet. He saw Clarisse in her backyard, sitting in 
a lawn chair, absorbing the first warmth of spring, the adopted baby held 
close against her breast. At the end of the walk he paused, st~eying 
his own house from an adva.ntageous distance. It needed a coat of paint, 
he thought . And perhaps a few more shrubs, and perhaps even an apple 
tree in the backyard. Nobody else had an apple tree because it took so 
long for one to grow . But he might try it anyway, and he'd get a wading 
pool for Vlendy and some lawn furniture, and maybe even a television set 
after the baby was born and he saw how his back account looked . Oh, there 
was a lot to be done, and after all, a man had a certain responsi bility 
toward his own house. He couldn't just let it go even if he wasn 't 
going to keep it very lo~g , even if it was a sort of temporary arrangement . 
His head was bursting with plans as he passed through the kitchen 
into the masterbedroom. He would change into his old clothes. Perhaps 
he would rake the lawn, perhaps plant some fresh seed this same afternoon, 
perhaps Simoniz the new car. He opened the closet door, took down a pair 
of dungarees , and noticed the shot-gun standing in the corner. He lifted 
it gently , slid it from the canvas case, ran his hand over the oiled 
barrel. It had never been fired. But a shot-gun would keep. So would 
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the Montana pheasants. Besides, after the next promotion with Acme , he 
could afford to take weekends hunting in Maine or even Canada. Drive that 
Buick over the new highways, and -- He put the gun back in the closet, 
thinking about that ne:h.-t promotion at Acme, thinking what Mr. Sloan had 
said might happen to him if he stuck with his work , thinking ·what a man 
could do for himself and his wife and two children on ten or fifteen --
or even forty thousand a year . 
Donald Cousins slipped into his old clothes and walked into the livin~ 
room. Shelley was standing at the picture wtndow , Wendy beside her. She 
was looktng across the backyard, her hair bright yellow in the sun that 
came in through the window. Don moved up behind her. He said, 11 Is any-
·thin_g the matter?" 
"No II ... 
"If it's about the car -- 11 
II It isn 1 t about the car. 11 
"Don't you see, honey, the more money a man has, the easier it is 
for him to do what he wants. I mean after another year with Mr. Sloan , 
I'll have a ratse, make back the money on the car, and have even more than 
we started wi th . 11 
11 And the house? 11 
He laughed. "A business proposttion. We 'll sell it and get our 
money back. Oh, I see it all very clearly. The Silers and the Littles 
and those new Wrigleys they don't know it, but they're stuck. They're 
caught here in Camptown. Maybe they'll move to the Fowl Section or some-
thing, but still they're caught. Now we're different. We 've got plans. 
We've still got our GI loan. We're moving ahead. Why, a year , maybe i'ive 
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years from now 11 His voice trailed away , and for the first time since 
answering Ned's telegram, he had the queer, inexplicable feeling that 
somehow, somewhere-- something was wrong . He moved up beside his wife . 
He put an arm about her waist and drew her close against him. "You see , 
don't you , baby? 11 
"Yes,n she said softly. 11 Yes, darling, I see . 11 And then she laughed , 
quickly , with warmth and a touch of humor . "Those Wrigley's -- they have 
twin beds •11 · 
11 I noticed that. 11 
11I t 1 s a shame, 11 she said, and her hand groped for Don 1 s . He did not 
speak, and they stood silent together, looking down the rows of backyards 
-- down to Woodchuck Terrace, where Ivlrs . Jasper Dowd was nursing her twin 
boys; down to Kangaroo Road , where Mr. Clarence Tuppl er was ·washing his 
car; down to Haddock Terrace in the Fish Section, where Mrs . Lowry was 
putting her hair up in curlers; and way beyond that to the new Fowl 
Secti on, wher e the houses had flowering quince and built-in bookcases and 
flagstone walks 
not yet begun. 
where construction had been completed, but life had 
THE END 
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ABSTRACT OF NOVEL 
The time of the novel is the present. The place is a large veterans 
housing development i n We stchester County, outside the city of New York . 
The main character is, actually, the housing development itself, although 
many of its inhabitants appear in the story in order t o represent all 
sides of the manners and morals , along with the physical advantages and 
discomforts of such a development . 
The protagonist, Donald Cousins, arrives in Camptown with his wife 
Shelley and their small daughter Wendy. Don works for an insurance company, 
but has set his heart upon opening a small business of his own in ?,iontana . 
His plan is to live in Camptown for a year, save money, and then move to 
Montana and the life that he and Shelley have always desired . He dislikes 
Camptown i rrunensely, as does his wife, and f or the first few months they 
feel super~or , content in the faith they have in their own pla s . uring 
the course of the year , however, Don is given a r aise in salary , along 
with the prorr~se of a better job if he stays on with the insurance company. 
He begins to have doubts about going to Montana, thinking that perhaps it 
would be a financially risky thing to do . Then Shelley becomes pregnant 
and Montana seems even far ther away, a s to go when they had pl anned would 
mean using all the money that t hey had saved , due to the unforseen expense 
of the new baby . Shelley tries to keep her pregnancy from her husband as 
long as pos ible , determi ned that they shall go, and when she finally does 
tell him, assures him that she can live with her mother while he goes on 
alone, f inds a place to live , and gets business started . Don, however , 
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is determined not to live with his mother-in-law. He still wants to go 
: est , despite his increasing doubts, but when faced with a decision that 
must be made immediately, he decides to stay on in Camptown for another 
year, save more money , and go to Montana with a minimum of sacrafice . 
~Hth t he realization that he has a number of t housand dollars in the bank 
(the money saved for the t rip west) he suddenly feels weal thy and buys a 
new car. In the end , he and Shelley are still planning to go to i,1ontana 
in another year , although the reader is aware of the fact that they have 
defeated their own purpose , not because they have not enough money, but 
because they have too much -- Don has progr e ssed to that point· of no re-
turn in the insurance company, and can not now leave a position that 
promises a bright though disagreeable future, _ in order to satisfy a dream 
that could only be realized when they had nothing to lose. 
The theme of the novel then, is that housing developments are not 
merely temporary- homes , as most veterans like to thl.IL"k , but rather are 
permanent, since once settled in them, growing older with increasing 
responsibilities, a veteran steadily loses courage, and eve ntually, though 
he dislikes his home and work , must stay put because he has -vvai ted too 
long to make any drastic move. This theme is brought out through the 
story of the Cousinses along with their neighbors and various people who 
enter the story briefly as mere example s of the kind of people who live 
in such a community. 
Other ma j or characters are the 'fom Morrises, vvho do leave Camptown, 
having given up personal integrity in order to move to a neighborhood 
which is very much the same on a more expensive l evel ; the Blair Sil ers 
who work hard and see no hope of leaving; the Fred Littles , who are con-
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tent with what they have; the Henry ~~cDermots, who are childless, and 
whose marriage becomes a near tragedy, until, in the end, they adopt a 
child and Henry returns to the Air Force, in which he served during the 
war. 
The novel is written in brief, changing scenes , each one connected 
by characters, thoughts, places, etc., so that the reader sees and knows 
the entire town at once , movi ng from place to place, person to person, 
yet always returning to the Donald Cousinses , who exemplify the doubting, 
ambitious, rather humorous young couples of today . 
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